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WHAT 
YOU DON'T KNOW 
ABOUT ELVIS PRESLEY 


GOD FORBADE 
OUR MARRIAGE 








Men! Seni for This Money 


Making 0 





Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 


beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women ‘ 

and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions 








YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash 
earnings, Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to 
making big money, but we also 
make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny. No wonder 
thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks. 





Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 

markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 











opportunity. 











FREE / 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“S$ 3qoo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 


you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 


fabrics and everything else you need to start. 


You'll say 


this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. R-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
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STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. R-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. 
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> Nou..order a ie TOSSES. | 


rom Linda Fashions: | me 
exclusive SU bs | 


Exclusive styles, outstanding values, unusual 
designs, excellent workmanship . . . that's 
what you get when you buy your fall 
dresses by mail order from Linda Fashions. 
At these low, low prices you get copies of 
the latest creations of outstanding French 
and American designers. 





Study this page carefully. Decide which of 
the dresses will be most becoming to you. 
Every dress is an outstanding value that 
can't be matched at the price. Order sev- 






eral Linda creations today ... you'll be 
glad you did! 
GUARANTEE: Every 


dress that you buy from Linda 
Fashions is sold on a positive 


4\2-24'2 
12-20 
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guarantee of complete satis- 
faction or your money back. 
You must be pleased. Thou- 
sands of customers all over 
the United States know that 
they can buy with confidence 
from Linda Fashions because 
of our unconditional money- 
back guarantee. You risk ab- 
solutely nothing. 





















STYLE NO. 1913 

Attractive new square neck 
style in new, novel-tuft cot- 
ton cloth. Guaranteed wash- 
able. In choice of fall brown 


or turquoise. Sizes 5685 


16%-24'2; 12-20. 


**x**K*K *K * 


Lu La 7, vi 670 N. MICHIGAN AVE. ¥ 

CHICAGO 11 + DEPT. T-1 % 

PREP AID ORDER: | enciose price of yeend plus 30c to cover postage 
and handling 


—1 save over 75c in C.0.D. fees. 


CT C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount plus postage, C.O.D. and 
hondiling fees. | may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied 
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Color 


Style No. Size 
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NAME. 


ADDRESS 








STATE 








STYLE NO. 5816 
You'll get the “oh's and ah's 


in 


when you wear Linda’s fabulous, new, 
fall flowered cotton with velvet bows! Wonderful plaited-effect 
skirt. New square neck. Choice of 3 colors: blue, gray or green. 





STYLE NO. 4578 
Zipper closure, V-neck style cotton with two 
patch pockets. Lovely white piqué trim, 
matching flowers on the dress, on pockets 
and collar. Stylish black with 

$595 


STYLE NO. 1818 


Eye appeal .. . that's all yours in this Linda 
self-belted coat style dress with generous 
schiffli embroidery at cuffs and pockets. 
Choice of blue or gray. Sizes $ 95 
ee 5 pink or turquoise. Sizes 


16%-24%; 12-20 








$1Q00 
SALES KIT 








Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
Jailoring Business Quick 


MAKE vo $30 


IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
send you this amazing $10.00 
lailoring Kitabsolutely Free! 
Contains everything you need 
to start you in big pay Made- 
Measure Tailoring Business 
ver 100 Actual Fabrics, Style 
Display of smartest new Suits and 
Coats for men and women, at low 
prices—plus complete money-mak- 


pment. No experie 
needed—just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
»ors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
ders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 

YOUR OWN SUITS te Wear Without 1c Cest! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
to-Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
how to get yours without paying Ic! 

coupon today for Valuable Tailor 

ing Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 
PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
500 S. Throop St., Dept. R-364, Chicago 7, Ul. 





TAILORING CO., Dept. R-364 
St., Chicage 7, il. 


Rosh F REE-and-Postpaid, your valuable $10.00 Tailor- 
ing Kit so 1 can start maki 


y x 
@ plans and details of howl can get my own Suit 
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Unhidden Love 


I began to read your magazine by chance 
and found I enjoyed it thoroughly. But for 
once I want to go straight to the horse’s mouth, 
and put in my two cents worth about your story 
called, “We Couldn’t Hide Our Love,” in the 
August issue. How can the beginning of a 
story have so little to do with the ending? 

I ask the question because of being the spe- 
cific sex mentioned (a Negro woman) in the 
story. Who does “Mr. Bill” think he is, has 
he got a franchise on having fallen in love, 
that’s all he should really care about. I’m quite 
sure we Negro women haven't had the exclusive 
privilege ef the criticisms given to interracial 
marriages, or am I a poor misguided fool? 

So, “so what” if you're stared at? Didn’t you 
anticipate it? Didn’t you know there were 
humans that would be critical? I can’t believe 
if “Mister Bill” 1s so in love he could let other 
humble earthlings disturb his heaven. But me- 
thinks the man protests too much. But now 
that I’ve said my bit, I’m content to read the 
next story with the hopes that we women of a 
minority group aren’t blasted with printers’ ink 
too soon again. 

Mrs. Betty Davis 
1434 N. Main 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Although I haven’t been reading TAN very 
long, that which I have read I have truly en- 
joyed, except for one story, “We Couldn’t Hide 
Our Love.” 

Of course, we can understand why Bill 
thought he should be grateful for Barbara’s 
love since he was born in the South. It’s only 
natural he got excited over the woman. How- 
ever, we have been persecuted and downtrod- 
den, but that just makes me and a lot more 
like me proud of the race. 

The truth is, those guys like Bill think they 
are getting Heaven when they marry a white 
girl, but if you are the right kind of guy you 
can find whatever you are looking for in your 
own race. That is, if you are proud of it. 

And as for the colored women that are out 
to get all the money they can, it’s better to give 
it to your trash than somebody else’s. It’s men 
like Bill who treat their own women like dirt. 
As for me, I like to say sweet things to one of 
my own. I think TAN would be a better mag- 
aine if you would keep that junk out. 

Mr. H. M. Howard 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Something For The Boys 


I have just finished reading your August 
TAN, and I think it is the best I ever read. | 
eep up with every issue you send out. 
Keep them coming, and we lonely soldiers will 
buy them. We are waiting for the next issue. 
Sp/3 Isadore Spruell 

Fort Bragg, N. C. 


Isn’t it good to know 
you're using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 

‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
inthe BLUE SEAL package. 








When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 

the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 


Vaseline 
it’s completely free of impurities. No SHITE PETROLEUM JELE 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 
Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. % 





i 
Reader's Digest calis it “The Wonder Jelly!” 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 



















I'm a beautician, brown skin, 5’ tall, weigh 
15 lbs. I like sports, movies, and I attend 
hurch. I leve to spend my evenings writing 
» friends. I’m single, and live with my par- 
nts, and I would like to correspond with 
young men between the ages of 28-33. I’m 26 

years old. I will exchange photos and answer 


ail letters. 
Joan Golder 
1129 S. Tremont 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


| have been a reader of TAN magazine for 
1 long time and I think the Pen Pal page is 
wonderful. I’m hoping that you'll find 
pace to print my utmost desire for Pen Pals. 
I’m very lonely and want to correspond with 
erious minded men with a good sense of 
humor. And someone who understands life the 
way it is, not the way it should have been. 
I'm 21 years old, a high-school graduate, a 
practical nurse, and have a wonderful 214-year- 
son. I’m 5/4” tall, tan complexion, and 
isidered attractive by some. My hobbies are: 
reading, writing, movies, dancing and all 
ports. I have no bad habits. All letters will 
e given immediate consideration. 
Annie Pearl Jones 
6127 S. Ellis Ave. 
Chicago 37, Ill. 


] 
ok 


ve been a regular reader of TAN for a year 

w, and I would like very much to become 
nember of your Pen Pal Club, and am hop- 
ing you will print my letter as soon as possible. 
[ would like to correspond with attractive Ne- 
ero girls all over the U. S. A., between the ages 
of 17-20. I am white, 19 years old, 5/9” tall, 
and weigh 145 lbs., considered nice looking. 
[ will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Roger Williams 

1720 W. 63rd St. 

Chicago, Il. 


I’m most interested in becoming a member 

f your Pen Pal Club. I am 18 years of age, 

brown complexion, black hair, brown eyes, 

height 5'1”. I like all sports but my hobbies 

ire dancing, movies and writing. I would like 

o correspond with girls and boys from all over 

he world. I will exchange photos and answer 
all letters. 

Dorothy Pennicott 

20 Crossley St. 

London N.7, England 


[ am a reader of TAN and find it really 
1eets my interests. As for the Pen Pal col- 
umn, | think it’s great. I would like to become 
1 member of your Pen Pal Club. I am a stu- 
lent in the field of English. I am 20, 5’6”, 120 
lbs. I haven’t a set hobby, although I do sin- 
erely enjoy reading, listening to various types 
»f stories, and dancing. I would like to hear 
from boys and girls 20 to 29. 
Catherine Harris 
. O. Box 
Snow Hill, Ala. 


[ would like very much if you would publish 
letter in your Pen Pal column. I would like 

» make Pen Pals all over the world, but I have 
pecial wish. I want to write girls and boys 
are 5’9” and over. I’m 5'914”, 16 years 


old. I attend high school. My hobbies are 
skating and all sports. I’m in the school band. 
I'll answer all letters and exchange pictures. 
Race doesn’t matter (white, Chinese, Japanese, 


Negro). 
Gertude Elizabeth Truitt 
Ct. 1 Apt. 1, Rosewood Projects 
Austin 2, Tex. 


I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls in the United States or other countries. 
I enjoy receiving and writing letters. I like 
sports, movies, dancing and music. I am a 
Negro, age 16, 5’5” tall. I have black hair, 
brown eyes and brown complexion. I would 
like to correspond with anyone between the 
ages of 16-20. 

Juanita Corrier 
542 Market St. 
Newark 5, N. J. 


Will some young gentleman please end my 
loneliness by writing, especially those in the 
age group of 18-21? I am 17 years old, 120 
lbs., 5’2”, brown complexion and eyes, single 
and disengaged. I will answer all letters. 

Jacqueline Allyn 
Effort Ville Dist. 

May Pen P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Please print my Pen Pal letter as soon as 
possible. After having read TAN a few 
months, I would enjoy hearing from the others. 
I'd like to hear from guys and gals between the 
ages of 17 to 19. I am 5’4” tall, like dancing, 
pop music, writing and sports. I promise to 
answer all letters as soon as received. Thanks. 

Claudia Hunt 
2446 West Paseo 
Kansas City 8, Mo. 


I am hoping that you have a spot for me 
somewhere on your Pen Pal page. I'd like to 
correspond with boys and girls from ages of 
15-19, in the states and all parts of the world. 
I’m 16 and in senior high. I am willing to 
exchange photos and will answer all letters. 

Pat Byrd 
1617 North 56th St. 
Philadelphia 31, Pa. 


I wish to be entered in your Pen Pal col- 
umns. I would like to correspond with boys 
and girls (especially boys) between the ages 
of 16-23, regardless of race. I am 16 and a 
junior in high school. I am 5/9”, 140 Ibs., 
my complexion is tan and I have sort of big 
brown eyes and long black hair. I am not 
lonely, but writing is one of my _ hobbies, 
especially jive. I also like to dance, sing, read, 
and I like all sports. Collecting photos is an- 
other of my hobbies. I will answer all letters 
promptly and will gladly exchange photos. 
So hurry and get the letters rolling. 

Elizabeth (Betty) Thomas 
P. O. Box 1135 

Florence Villa, Station 
Winter Haven, Fla. 


I have been reading your TAN magazine for 
some time now, and I would love to become 
a member of the Pen Pal Club. I am very 
much interested in corresponding with young 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


girls at the age of 20-30 years. I am singk 
and have my own business. I am a radio an¢ 
television repair man, and own an appliance 
store. I am very, very lonesome. Complexion 
tan, height 5’2”, weight 138 lbs. I love to 
dance, read, and most all sports, and go ty 
church every Sunday. Will exchange photo, 
and answer all letters. Love music, especially 
jazz. Please print this in your Pen Pal sec. 
tion. Thanks. 
Junius Ros 
141 Belmont $ 
Akron 4, Ohio 


I've been a constant reader of TAN mags 
zine. | would very much appreciate it if you 
would publish this request for Pen Pals in 
your column. I am 16 years old, attend Win. 
gate High School. I am 5’7” tall, weigh 13 
Ibs. I have brown eyes and am 32-24-32. My 
ambition is to become an actress. My hobbies 
are singing, dancing and reading. I will an 
swer all letters received from white or colored 
anywhere in the world, ages ranging fron 


16-19. 
Vida Scott 
651 Madison St 
Brooklyn 21, N. Y. 


I’m a faithful TAN reader and I'd like ven 
much to have my letter on the Pen Pals page. 
I’m 16, 5’7”, 143 lbs., medium brown compler- 
ion, brown eyes, well-built and not bad to look 
at. My hobbies are art, dancing, and body- 
building. I also like music and writing, and 
will answer all letters promptly. I’d like to 
write to boys my own age or older, from all 
over the world, and would like to meet some 
new friends in the Chicago area. I wil 
trade photos with anyone who wants to. 

Tyrone Donald Jenkens 
1111 S. Sacramento Blvd. 
Chicago 12, Ill 


I am a TAN fan and I think it’s the best in 
magazines. I wish to have my name entered 
in your Pen Pal column. I am interested in 
corresponding with people in the U. S. A. and 
all over the world, regardless of race, creed 
or nationality. I am a college student, 23; 
5/11”, 173 Ibs., light brown complexion. | 
adore swimming, reading, music, etc. All cor 
respondence will be answered promptly, wil 


also exchange photos. 
Robert L. Jackson 
c/o 1419 N. Hobart St 
Philadelphia 31, Pa 


I should be always grateful if you would 
publish my name as one who needs a pe 
friend. | am a lonely Marine stationed her 
in North Carolina, and don’t receive much 
from home. I am anxious to hear from gitk 
from anywhere in the world. I am twenty-fou, 
5/1114”, brown eyes, 190 Ibs., black hair, mt 
dium dark complexion, single. All letters wil 
be speedily answered. 

Pfc. Isaac L. Cox 0661 
M.T. Maint. Company 

Mat. Sup. & Maint. Bo. 
2nd Force Ser. Regt. £mé 
Camp LeJeune, N.¢ 
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DEARLY 


ELV ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 


I am 19 years old and serving in 


the United States Army. I am in love 
with my girl and have been for four 
years, but I haven’t been home in 18 
months and I wonder about her love for 
me. Has it died? I write to her nearly 
every day but she doesn’t seem to care 
and won’t answer. I wonder if I should 
keep writing or try and forget her. Help 


me, please. 
Willie 
Dear Willie: 

Put a stop to your letters 
and save your stamps. Who 
knows, maybe she is taking 
you for granted, so let her miss 
a few of those letters and 
see what happens. Eighteen 
months is a long time to be 
away from your girl friend, 
especially if you aren’t en- 
gaged, and letters never take 
the place of person to person 
conversation. Just may be 
you'll have to wait until leave 
time before you find out ex- 
actly where you stand in this 
romance. In the meantime, 
write only occasionally and 
very casual letters at that. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a boy but I don’t 
think he cares for me. We went steady 
in high school and about two years ago 
I had his baby and he quit coming to 
see me. The other night was the first 
time we have been out since the baby 
was born. He told me that he was sorry 


about our first mistake, but he didn’t 
say anything about coming back to me. 
I love him very much and hope there 
is a chance that he will come back to 
me. How can I do this? He goes out 
with other girls and also has another 
baby. I rarely date other boys because 
I still hope he will come back to me. 
Will you please tell me what to do so 
he will return to me and his son? 


A.E.M. 


Dear A.E.M.: 

Looks as if you’re just beg- 
ging for a “repeat perform- 
ance” of your first mistake. 
Haven’t you had enough? If 
your boy friend had an ounce 
of decency about him he would 
have married you several years 
ago when you needed him 
most. Now, after a long ab- 


sence, he is quite confident 
that you have “forgiven and 
forgotten,” and is returning 
for a little more fun. You 
should be concerned with mak- 
ing this boy share the financial 
responsibility of rearing the 
child. 








NOW! 


FOR YOUR MGs. 
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SURER PROTECTION 
INTIMATE MARRIAGE PROBLEM 


Tested by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 


1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are safer and surer than ever! A 
highly perfected new formula releases anti- 
septic and germicidal ingredients right in 
the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a pow- 
erful protective film that permits long- 
lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Sure protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 


thing it had ever used. Norforms are deo- 
dorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “medicine” 
or “disinfectant’”’ odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy to use) Norforms 
are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no appara- 
tus, mixing or measuring. They’re grease- 
less and they keep in any climate. Your 
druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
Also available in Canada. 





A NORWICH PRODUCT 


Tested by doctors + Trusted by women 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Mail coupon to: Dept. T-711, Norwich 
Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N. Y. Send 
Norforms booklet, in a plain envelope. 


Name 





(pcease Print) 


Street 





Zone. State. 


City 
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MQYOUNC 
TO MARRY 


You never really want to run away from home, not if you 
love your parents like I loved mine. 
do when you know they’ll say you’re too young to marry? 


{| HAD NOT been so frightened at 
hat moment, I would have laughed 


[t did not seem real, now that it 


ictually happening. 
Viaybe it was because it was not even 
and all the cartoons about people 
ing showed them doing it at night. 


got your nerve, Gloria Frost, I 


» myself. You’re not going to climb 


a ladder with a suitcase by the 
)} the moon like the book says. 

going to walk right out the front 
i broad daylight. 


t that part would be easy, since 
ther had gone to stay with her sick 


in Philadelphia for a few days, 


addy was at work. 


e would be one part of the elop- 


t that was right out of the book: 
vould be waiting outside with a 
1e one he was borrowing from Al. 


q 


lid not seem right to be running 


but when you are seventeen and 
how can you know for sure what 


ht? Certainly it would be more 
for Joey and me to marry—even if 
ks would think that we were too 


than it would be for us to con- 
» play with the wildfire of our 


in the few short weeks that we 


known each other, the time had long 
passed when our necking was the 


s show of affection that kids our 
uld give. A burning intensity, a 


consuming desire, had crept into our 
kisses, and the caress of Joey’s hands 
had caused new and dangerous awaken- 
ings within me. 

Yes, it would be better to marry than 
to burn. 

But you couldn’t explain a thing like 
that to your folks, not even if you were 
an only child and had been as close to 
your mother and father as | had. Truly, 
I couldn’t make the love Joey and I felt 
for each other sound very impressive. 
We had just met during the summer, but 
our dates had been spectacular: beach 
parties by moonlight with the gang, rock 
’n’ roll shows at the Auditorium and 
dancing at Hamburger Heaven. 

A lot of the time we double-dated 
with Al and his girl because Al had a car 
and we could get around easily from 
place to place. 

The night we decided to marry, we 
were lying in each other’s arms on the 
beach, sheltered by a large pile of rock 
from the light of the fire where the 
others were roasting franks. It had been 
difficult to accept, yet reject Joey’s ad- 
vances, and I was trying to explain to 
him why I thought I must. 

“1 think a girl should save herself for 
the man she is going to marry,” I said, 
now that we were talking instead of kiss- 
ing. 

“Do you want to get married?” Joey 
asked softly, leaning over to kiss my left 


But what else can you Ss 
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ear and starting my blood to churning "RS 
again. 

“Every girl wants to get married,” | 
said, pushing him gently back as I 
turned my ear from him. 

“Then why don’t we?” he asked, his 
lips finding my ear once more. 

It was as if lightning had struck and I 
was all tingly inside. Married? To Joey 
Thomas? It sounded frighteningly won- 
derful. Not that Joey was a big deal or? 
anything, but he was handsome. We had 
both graduated from high school that — 
summer. Joey was working at a garage, 
where he figured his chances for learn- 
ing and earning would get better as time 
went along. He had been saving up: 
money to buy a jalopy, but now, he said, 
he would get married with it instead. 

It was the first time the word “mar 
riage” had been used between us, and 
it was exciting, thinking that the warmth 
of Joey that I felt next to me then could 
be there always. 

No, there was no way to explain it to” 


my parents, even if Daddy had once said incom 
that you could learn as much about a me of 
man in an hour under the right circum- than 

stances as you could in a lifetime. He wante 
had said it, but he would not think of No, it 
that when I offered him a son-in-law | meet, 
had known less than three months. Not have t 


my father; he was too conservative. He Anc 
went to church each Sunday, obeyed all blowir 
traffic laws and paid every cent of his I snap 
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income taxes on time. When he asked 
me of Joey, what could I tell him, other 
than that we had fun together and 
wanted to marry and live our own lives? 
No, it would be better that they did not 
meet, not just yet. Joey and I would 
have to elope. It was the only way. 
And now the time had come. Joey was 
blowing the horn of Al’s new car outside. 
I snapped shut my suitcase, breathed a 


That was the one part of our elope- 
ment that was right out of the book: 
Joey was waiting outside with a car. 


sigh, and went out to him. 
“Hi ya, Chicken,” Joey greeted me, 


getting out to help me in the car. 

“That’s no way to greet a bride,” I 
said nervously. 

Just before I stepped into the car, I 
looked back at the home | was leaving 
for good and felt a little weak in the 
stomach. Then we got in and were off 
with a screech of the tires and a volcanic 


roar of the motor. 

“Did you have any trouble getting the 
car?” | asked Joey. 

“Naw, I gave Al twenty-five bucks to 
let me use it,” he answered. 

A few moments later Joey turned a 
corner on two wheels, throwing me 
against him. He caught me with his 
right arm and held me fast. 

“There’s method in your madness,” | 
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A complexion he'll love to remember 
...$O CLEAR AND BRIGHT AND KISSABLE 


W hen he goes away, will he dream 
of your lovely complexion .. . 
ney-smooth, crystal-clear and 
ressable? Then be sure you keep 
hat way with NADINOLA Bleach- 

g Cream. 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
rove your complexion in so many 
ifferent ways as NADINOLA. 


s your skin dark and dull? 
DINOLA will lighten and brighten 
Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
xeads? Some creams try to cover 
» these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
1elp correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deiuxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 


— 75¢ and $1.25 
= 
RD) 


Castes 
pigectt 


FOR DRY SKIN 

e original, ever-famous 
jJinola Bleaching Cream is 
i with fine cosmetic oils 
ve dryness—75c and $1.26 









Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NaDINOLA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 





I had known Joey three months, but I 
didn’t discover what he was really like 
until | got in the car on our wedding day. 


said cheerfully, though a little apprehen- 
sive of Joey’s driving. It was the first 
time I had ridden in a car with him at 
the wheel. 

It was late afternoon, and the first 
rush of homeward-bound traffic had just 
begun. Joey, trying to make time, ran 
into an intersection on a yellow light 
that turned red before we got all the 
way through it, causing an old lady who 
was just stepping off the curb to scamper 
back in fright. 

“Have you got a license to commit this 
mayhem?” I asked lightly. 

Joey laughed. “Never killed anybody 
yet,” he said. “That’s what I told the 
cops last winter when they took my driv- 
er’s license for speeding. They said | 
could get it back in a year.” 

I looked at Joey curiously, thinking 
how Daddy would not approve of his 
disrespect for the law. 

By now, we had reached the crosstown 
expressway, and Joey shot onto it with 
a burst of speed, zig-zagging his way to 
the front of the nearest wave of cars. 

This is the way I’m rushing into mar- 
riage, | thought, plunging headlong, 
recklessly. 

A driver up ahead of us in the outside 
lane was traveling a little slowly, and 
Joey stepped on the gas and pulled up 
about two feet behind him, then began 
blowing the horn violently. When the 
other driver didn’t budge, Joey swerved 
and passed him on the right, shouting 
out a stream of profanity as we went by. 

The vulgarness of Joey’s 
shocked me! I had never heard him say 
such things before. Then Daddy’s words 
came back to me: You can learn as much 
about a man in an hour under the right 
circumstances as you can in a lifetime. 

Until that afternoon, I had known 
Joey only as an (Continued on Page 75) 
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On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 


an HORNE recently made the record charts with her first album hit. A 

12-inch LP set recorded in a New York night club, “Lena Horne at the Waldorf- 
Astoria” makes for super-charged music and shows off the dazzling song stylist 
in the nitery medium where she has no equal. She never appeared better on 
recordings. 

Lena’s album started to move on the record mart right from the time it was 
originally released. With a few weeks, it had pushed into the No. 5 spot on the 
industry’s most reliable chart of best-selling albums (compiled by Sam Goody, 
ranking New York platter retailer). For more than a month, the package remained 
well up on the list. It even rated as high as fourth for two weeks running. 

“Lena Horne at the Waldorf-Astoria” is as successful artistically as it is com- 
mercially. Here for the first time on records, Lena gets to work in an atmosphere 
she likes and where she can best display her magnificent timing and poise. In a 
night club, Lena is a blockbuster whose powerhouse delivery of songs overwhelms 
customers. 

Backed appropriately by her own combo, Lena was caught on tape as she en- 
tranced and electrified the Empire Room’s Cadillac set. In her stylized tigerish 
voice, she had the house jumping to red hot versions of From This Moment On, 
Come Runnin’, It’s All Right With Me and Day In, Day Out. As a slick change 
of pace, she eased the tempo on New Fangled Tango, Honeysuckle Rose, | Love To 
Love and I’m Beginning To See The Light, the Duke Ellington standard. For a 
bluesy offering, she modulated to another Ellington opus, Mood Indigo. Other 
numbers in the 15-tune collection: How You Say It?, After You, Love Of My Life, 
How’s Your Romance? Today I Love Everybody and Let Me Love You. 

Each album selection was specifically arranged for Lena by her hubby. Lennie 
Heyton, who also directed the musical backing. 

Except for the visual features of an in-person Lena Horne performance, every 
attraction about her great act was captured in the Victor package. You can hear 
Lena fire the lyrics in her own infectious manner. You (Continued on Page 61) 





SPECIAL OFFER! 






Douche kit 


for just 50¢ 
and front panel 
of “Lysol” carton! 








“Tinykit” is really tiny!—You 
can hide it away in your drawer 
or your traveling bag! 








It contains a latex douche bag 
with a scientifically designed 
nozzle — exactly as approved 
by doctors for douching. Plus a 
waterproof case. 









It’s yours — from “Lysol” — 
for just 50¢ and the front panel 
of a “Lysol” carton. 

Send for “Tinykit”! Use cou- 
pon below. Limited time only. 
Use “Lysol” regularly in your 
douche. Don’t fool yourself with 
vinegar. 























Vinegar can’t do the job the 
way that “Lysol” does. 


*‘Lysol’”’ kills odor-causing 
bacteria on contact. Keeps you 
sweet and clean inside! And, 
it’s mild! Can’t hurt you. Buy it 
today. 


BRAND DISINFECTANT 
4 Lehn & Fink Product 


“Tinykit,” P.O. Box 189, Akron 8, Ohio 


Please send me “Tinykit” in plain wrapper; 
enclosed is 50¢ and front panel of “Lysol” 
carton, 
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By Margo Hughes 


Ricardo Montalban, leading man to Miss 
Lena Horne in her Broadway play Jamaica, is a 
most racially versatile actor. The Mexican-born 
star was a Frenchman his last time around on 
Broadway, a Japanese dancer in his most recent 
movie and is now doing the role of a Jamaican 
Negro. 


Lena’s second leading man, Joe Adams, who’s 
been spinning platters for more than ten years in 
Los Angeles, says he’s getting typed already since 
getting into the legitimate act. As prize fighter 
Husky Miller in Carmen Jones, leading lady Doro- 
thy Dandridge hadn’t a decent thing to wear until 
Husky took over. In “Jamaica” 
in tatters until along comes Joe. 


gorgeous Lena is 


Blind singer Al Hibbler has joined the writer’s 
league and will put his life story into print. Title 
of the autobiography: Mine Eyes Have Seen The 
Glory. 


Sammy Davis Jr. decided to try something 
different and put his biog on disk for easy listening. 
The two-platter album will cover Saminy’s 32 years 
of show business in story and song. 


Nat King Cole, all set to play the role of W. C. 
Handy in the motion picture Father Of The Blues, 
is taking fingering lessons on the cornet to be more 
authentic. Says he might even wind up playing the 
thing. 


Erroll Garner, Downbeat’s top jazz pianist | 
who has played with full symphony orchestra with- & 


out ever having a piano lesson in his life, admits 
quite frankly to would-be do-gooders suggesting he 
ought to take lessons that he’s “too far gone” to 
learn to read or write music. 


Muriel Smith’s recorded version of London’s 
No. 1 tune on their Hit Parade (an instrumental) 
got itself banned before hitting the market. Reason: 
the composer didn’t care for the “terrible” lyrics set 
to his melody. Actually, the composer didn’t want 
any lyrics at all. 


Louis Armstrong will probably be the champ 
TV guest star this season.. (Continued on Page 51) 
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N DETROIT, Mrs. Shirley Williams, 22, complained in court that shortly after 

she married William Williams on the morning of July 18, 1956, he told her he 

had “some urgent business” and left. Williams’ urgent business: a wedding with 
Ruby Nell Ramey in nearby River Rouge three hours later. 








* * * 


In Memphis, 48-year-old Ben Brooks told a traffic court judge that he had been 
unable to appear to pay a fine on the date scheduled because on that day he was 
in jail in West Memphis on a drunken driving charge. 


* * * 


In Portsmouth, England, car-happy Alan Haines was released from jail and 
immediately: 1) begged a $56 advance from his new employer, 2) deposited the 
money on a $187 motorcycle, 3) used the motorcycle as a deposit on a $361 motor- 
cycle, 4) left the new motorcycle as a deposit on a $683 car, 5) swapped the auto 
for another one worth $850, 6) traded that one for a cheaper model and pocketed 
the $70 difference for spending change, 7) wound up back in jail. 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., Edward H. Harris asked that his two-year marriage to his 
wife, Elizabeth, be annulled because she: 1) refused to recognize him as her hus- 
band, 2) maintained separate residence from the day of the marriage, 3) refused to 
give up her maiden name, 4) never consummated the marriage. 


* « * 


In New York, fleeing textile company thief Thomas Taylor, 19, dropped an 85- 
pound bolt of cloth he had stolen, ducked into a subway, was captured as he emerged 
two blocks later. His captor: a 14-year-old police horse who pinned Taylor against 
a parked car. 

* a * 

In Jackson, Miss., a defendant was fined $10 for drunkenness after police testi- 
fied that he flagged down their squad car in the middle of the street, hopped in the 
back seat and said, “Hey boys, how about giving me a ride?” 


* = * 


In Baltimore, 34-year-old Linwood Smith dropped into a police station to ask if 
his wife had sworn out a warrant against him, learned she hadn’t but was held 
anyway by police who had been looking for him on a three-year-old charge of fraud. 


* + * 


In Ardmore, Okla., would-be bank robber Lindon Johnson squeezed through a 
13 by 14-inch window into a teller’s cage, was so worn out from his efforts that he 
fell sound asleep inside, was awakened later by a photographer’s flashbulb to find 
himself surrounded. 

In Durham, N. C., painter Willie Wallace, found guilty of his 166th drunkenness 
charge, with an arrest record dating back to 1928, denied he had been intoxicated 
all those times, explained: “I’m just nervous.” 


In St. Joseph, Mich., reckless driving suspect Luther Hamilton led local cops a 


merry chase, explained after he was caught: “I wanted to see the police earn their 
money.” 
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SYMPTOMS AT ONE TIME... 
iM LESS TIME?! ITS THE 
PROVEN COLDS MEDICINE 





DOES MORE TO STOP 
COLDS MISERIES BECAUSE 
IT HAS MORE! 
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UQVUID OR TABLETS 














BEAUTIFUL ccccccccccce 


“GOLD: FALSE TEETH 


ore yours in minutes! 

Latest laboratory discovery - ACRY-GOLD - 
an amazing liquid gold coat. Simply brush on 
to false teeth. Makes beautiful real looking 


gold crowns and inlays that last. 


tester $498 
FRIENDS WILL ENVY YOU P. Pd 
® GIVES YOU A WEALTHY LOOK i 


Acry-Gold looks so genuine, we make this startling offer: If anyone 
recognizes it as not being real gold, we refund full cost within 30 
days. Enough for 10 or more beautiful gold crowns and inlays. 
Works on any false teeth. Dries quickly. Non-toxic. Lasts and 
lasts. Everything included with full instructions. Be thrilled or 
money back. Acry-Geld rushed to you day order received. Send 
only $1.98 (no C.0:D.) to HOME DENTAL AIDS CO. 

@ Box 1731 Room 134 Bakersfield. Calif. @ 
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name and address with 25¢ in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE— sent you in a plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.75 plus post eee on this 100°. guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If you are not 
completely satistied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations —return it to me. I'l! 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save $2¢ postage by sending full fay of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you wri 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me Bund Ao 


Mrs. J.L. Fredericks, Director, ng 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 Gth Ave., New York 18, WY. 
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We were behind a skylight on one of the flat- 
roofed Harlem.tenements. “Sure I do,” I told 
Icky. “Sure I lave you.” My head whirled. 


~ 








Being Icky’s girl meant more 
than just romance. It meant 
being queen bee of the hive 


E BIT ME. Heé made love to me. | 

think about Ickv a lot of the time. 
He made me (Queen Deb of the Jolly 
Rogers. We fought the Chancellors and 
the Tiny Tims side by side. He bit me 
and | made love to him. I did every- 
thing | could for Icky. and in just two 
short vears he made me everything I am. 

I've had seventeen birthdays. Two 
birthday parties. Thev sav I led a teen- 
age girl’s zang. I’m in jail. They call 
it a training school. It’s a jail. I think 
about Icky a lot of the time. They say 
Vil be here until 'm 21. Mavbe Ull for- 
get Icky by then. Thev say I’m incor- 
rigible. Here's how | got that way: 

Home for me was “the jungle.” That's 
what the welfare workers and juvenile 
officers call the Harlem neighborhood 
where I first saw the light of dav. My 
folk are not from the South. They have 
been in Harlem for as far back as any 
of them. can remember. We didn't just 
come to the big city from some Southern 
farm. and move in with relatives and 
start a slum. I wasn’t a neglected child 
who became a juvenile delinquent he- 
cause I wasn’t reared right. 

My father works two jobs. In the 
davtime he’s a stock clerk in a big down- 
town department store. At night he 
drives a cab. Mv “mother” does maid 
work at a YWCA. Only she isn’t really 
my mother -not really. She is all the 
mother I ever knew. but she’s not really 
my mother. She told me so 

My parents consider themselves very 
hep. up-to-date, and modern. They be- 
gan telling me the “facts of life” when 
I was about thirteen or fourteen. They 
were going to make me a good girl. They 
told me evervthing. 

Our house is a big brownstone apart- 
ment building. We live on the first floor. 
We've never lived anvwhere else and 
they didnt call 


our neighborhood “the jungle.” It was 


when | was a little girl 


a good neighborhood then. And I was a 
good eirl then. 

girl like me meets a hoy like Icky. All 
things change. Neighborhoods change. 


People change. Good cirls change. 


But things change, especially when a 


It all started early one spring evening. 


Sue and | had gone to the Apollo early 


15 








in the afternoon and had a screeching 

od time when one of our favorite 
quartets sang our favorite swoon tune. 
in the balcony, Sue and I 
bounced in and out of our seats, buy- 
ing popcorn and candies and leaning on 
the rail watching our dream boys sing, 
when I suddenly felt faint. 

Girl, my head is buzzing and my 
stomach is aching like I’ve got ptomaine 
poisoning. Do you think that popcorn 

cooked last week or something,” I 
asked Sue. 

Oh, honey, that isn’t anything. The 

indy and the popcorn is just stuck to- 
Let’s get a bottle of pop,” she 


Sitting 


gethe! 
110 


We had returned to our seats and fin- 


in cold water. A few minutes later | 
decided to tell Mother about how I had 
felt so strangely in the movie. 

“Yes, darling,” she said, “I think | 
understand. Just you wait until your 
father comes home. We've been putting 
off having a talk with you about some- 
thing we think you ought to know. You 
just wait until he gets home.” 

I was mystified by what she said, but 
I didn’t have to wait long before the 
mystery was solved—not even until after 
dinner. The minute Daddy came in, 


Mother whispered something to him and 
we sat right down to talk. They seemed 
to have been waiting a long time for the 
opportunity. 

That’s when they told me. They told 






We Were convineed. Icky and 1. that the whole grownup 






World Was against us. and we had to fight for what we got. 







The only way to do that was to organize. lead a gang 


ished the pop when I told her “Sue, 
there’s something wrong with me, let’s 
» home.” 
On the way home, I kept experiencing 
strange sensations and peculiar feelings 

ouldn’t explain. And as we passed 
orner of 111th Street and Lenox 
Ave. we had to thread our way through 
1 group of boys who always hung around 
the corner. I did not know any of them 
but Sue seemed to know one or two of 
them well enough to speak to them. They 
didn’t meddle too much because we both 
very young, but one boy did yell to 

Who’s your buddy, chick? She 
sure is fat in the right places.” 

Sue didn’t answer him, but as we 
walked on I glanced at myself in a store 
window and decided that the boy was 
| was well-developed for my age. 
People had always said I had nice legs 
even when they tormented me that I was 
‘shooting up like a vine.” Now, the rest 
of my body had caught up with my long, 
legs. I looked at Sue and then 
back at myself in the next store window. 
It was the first time I realized that I 
ould do a lot for a bathing suit and 
would never have to take a back seat to 
any professional model in the shape de- 


were 


Sue 


righi 


shapely 


partment 
[ told Sue goodbye when we got to my 
doorstep, went in and washed my face 


16 





me everything. 

The woman I had been calling Mother 
all my life was really my Aunt—or some- 
thing! I don’t know to this day what I 
am, who I’m supposed to be, who I 
should be calling what. 

This is what they told me first. Other 
things came later. 

My Mother, (that is, my Aunt) has a 
sister. I’ve never seen her, they said. 
She is in another city and they only 
hear from her about twice a year. When 
my Father and my Mother, (that is, my 
Aunt) first met each other, there was a 
lot of competition between the two sis- 
ters about their boy friends. Both of 
them liked Father very much, and before 
he and Mother, (that is, my Aunt) got 
serious enough to talk about marriage, 
Father had taken both of the sisters out. 

When he finally asked Mother, my 
Aunt, to marry him, her sister was very 
upset and insisted that Father take her 
out one more time so they could talk. 

Father said she took unfair advantage 
of him. 

“We went to my apartment,” he told 
me that unforgettable Spring evening. 
“She had never been there before, but 
she was making such a scene wherever 
we went, I didn’t know anything else to 
do. She cried bitterly and said she loved 
I was terribly confused. I didn’t 


me. 





know what to do. She said she would 
prove that she loved me and that she 
would make me a better wife than her 
sister. 

“T didn’t know what to do. It was all 
so strange, and it all happened so quick. 
ly. I guess there was just a bad streak 
in her,” he explained, almost sorrow. 
fully. 

She did not attend the wedding, they 
told me. She did not even send them a 
present when they moved into their own 
apartment. 

But a few months later, she came to 
visit them and she told them both at 
once that she was going to have a baby 
—Father’s baby! Of course, there was a 
terrible scene, they said, but it was final- 
ly decided that she and Mother would 
go away until after I was bern and then 
Mother would say that I was her child 
if my real Mother would promise to 
stay away and leave them alone. She 
had been gone ever since a few weeks 
after I was born. 

I was dumbfounded by what they said. 
My insides seemed to turn over and, as 
I recall it, I was looking down at my 
arms as they talked and the blood in the 
veins under my skin seemed to change 
from red to green. I was dizzy, I felt 
sick all over and my sides ached pain- 
fully. 

Suddenly Mother looked knowingly at 
Father and he got up and went out to 
drive his cab. She took me into her 
bedroom and continued to talk to me. 
She explained that the reason they had 
told me the truth about myself was be- 
cause | was about to become a woman 
and they had decided long ago that when 
I became a woman I should know the 
truth about myself. And she explained 
why I had not felt well in the movie. 
She told me what to expect next. 

I was terribly frightened by what was 
happening. I was horrified and con- 
fused by what they had told me. I fled 
into the streets, telling Mother that I was 
going for a walk in the Park. 

And, as fate would have it, I had 
hardly turned the corner before I ran 
into the fellow who had asked Sue who 
I was. I was so absorbed with my 
thoughts that I didn’t answer him when 
he said something to me as we almost 
bumped into each other. But he spoke 
again. 

“Hey there, cutie,” he said, “it’s me— 
the same guy you saw this afternoon. 
Where’re you going? Can I ride along 
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with you? What are wrong?” 

] really noticed him for the first time. 
He was good looking. He was very good 
looking. He looked smart and worldly 
wise. “What is wrong,” I corrected him. 

“There’s nothing wrong with ‘what 
are wrong, ” he said walking up to me. 
“| always use the plural because you’ve 
got to admit there’s usually more than 
one thing wrong. People should always 
say ‘what are wrong’ instead of ‘what is 
wrong.” 

What he said made an awful lot of 
sense to me right then. I felt like I was 
carrying the burdens of the whole world 
on my shoulders. I thought to myself 
he’s right, and I said, “I’m going for a 
walk in the Park. What’s your name?” 

“My friends call me Icky.” We had 
started to walk along side by side. 

“Mine’s Barbs,” I said. “It’s short for 
Barbara. What’s the rest of your name?” 

“Got none,” he said sophisticatedly. 
“Teachers used to make me use two, but 
since I quit school I don’t need two any 
more. People don’t really need two 
names. One is enough. Just say ‘Icky’. 
I'l know you’re talking to me.” 


E WALKED half a block. I was 

thinking about what he said. The 
way he put it two names did seem sort of 
messy. Just like having two mothers. 

“You say you quit school?” I asked. 

“Yeah.” He lit a cigarette. “Ever 
since I decided to go in business for my- 
self.” 

] was enthralled. He seemed so grown- 
up and wise. 

“What business are you in?” 

“Oh, I run a club. A boy’s—a young 
men’s club. We’ve got a club house. I 
manage it,” he said. “Want to see it? 
It's right back there a block or so.” 

“No,” I said sadly, “some other time. 
Something are wrong,” I glanced at him 
devilishly. “I just want to sit in the park 
and think a while.” 

“Okay by me. I'll ride along and keep 
the wolves from getting you.” He didn’t 
say anything more until we had been 
sitting on a bench in the park for over 
half an hour. He just sat there picking 
up little pebbles and flipping them away 
into the dusk. Then he spoke. 

“Wanna tell me about it?” He flipped 
another pebble. “It'll help,” he said, “it 
always helps to tell somebody.” 

And I told him everything. I even 
told him how peculiar I felt inside and 
why my parents had told me all the 


things they had told me that afternoon. 
When’! was almost in tears, he took me 
by my shoulders and said, “Now, let me 
tell you something.” 

Icky had a story, too. He didn’t even 
know who his parents were. The wom- 
an he lived with was a foster mother 
who was paid by the city to keep him 
and didn’t care very much what he did. 
For a while, as he talked, he seemed 
very bitter, then he eased back against 
the bench. “It’s a dirty, stinking shame 
the things that the old folk do to us.” 
he said, “they don’t seem to realize how 
they mess us up when they mess up.” 

“But, isn’t it up to us, too, somehow?” 
I asked. “Isn’t something up to us— 
something—somehow?” I couldn’t put 
into words what I wanted to say. The 
problem seemed so big and overpower- 
ing and I was thinking—really thinking 
—for the first time in my life. 

“Sure, it’s up to us,” Icky said. “It’s 
up to us to get the most out of life that 
We’re not like other kids who 
are straight. We aren’t like them and 


we can. 


there’s nothing we can do to be like 
them. So it’s up to us to get everything 
we can out of life,” he repeated himself. 
“We aren’t like other kids, so we have 
to outdo them, lead them, make them 
like we want them to be so we can get 
the things they’ve got that we haven’t 
got. And when they’re no more good to 
us we've got to forget them.” 

I didn’t understand him. It sounded 
so complicated but it seemed to make 
sense somehow. I found myself nodding 
agreement. 

“Come on, ride over to the corner 
with me,” Icky broke in, “Ill buy you 
a banana split.” 

I was delighted. I dearly love banana 
splits. We got up and started to the Milk 
Bar. 

“Icky,” I said, “why are you always 
talking about riding somewhere when 
you know very well we’re walking?” 

“Oh, it’s just a habit,” he chuckled, 
“but I’m preparing myself for when I 
get my car. I’m going to get one, y’know, 
a big one, a long one, like Sugar Ray’s. 
I’m gonna have myself the biggest, pret- 
tiest car in Harlem and I’m gonna have 
it painted pink just like Sugar Ray’s.” 

“I’ve never seen Sugar Ray,” I said. 

“You haven’t?” Icky sounded amazed. 
“Why I go up there all of the time. I 
take the guys in the club up there. He 
knows me, y’know. I had my picture 
taken with him. Well, not exactly, with 
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him. Icky stopped a moment, then said: 

“T was up there one day after one of 
his fights and when this newspaperman 
made his picture, he got me in the back- 
ground kinda. I asked Sugar Ray if he 
would get me one, and he did. He calls 
me Icky, y’know. Yeah, the Champ 
knows me by name.” 

He seemed so proud. He was really a 
big man. He was very good looking. 
While we ate our splits he told me about 
the other famous people he had seen. 
He had even seen Joe Louis. 

We walked back to the park and he 
was telling me about all the excitement 
of that glamorous part of Harlem around 
125th and Seventh Ave. He had even 
been inside the big hotel. They ran him 
out, but he had been inside once. When 
he got tired of talking, he just sat there 
flipping pebbles with his thumb. I looked 
adoringly at him and we hadn’t spoken 
for a good five minutes. 

That’s when he bit me. 

It hurt terribly. It was so sudden and 
so painful I couldn’t scream and | 
couldn’t cry. He bit me hard, very hard 
on the shoulder and then he held me 
close to him, very close to him and put 
his lips warm and wet against my neck. 

“You’re my girl, Barbs,” he whis- 
pered. It sounded like he needed to clear 
his throat. “You’re Icky’s girl, see? 
From right now on, you’re mine—all 
mine! You don’t belong to anybody else 
in the whole wide world but me,” he 
said. 

My shoulder was aching. My whole 
arm was aching. I wanted to scream and 
claw his eyes (Continued on Page 52) 
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swearted at Jim, clenching a halj-peeled 
tato in my hand. “Look,” I said, “if you 
ink you owe me marriage just because—” 


JAKE HIM 
MARRY ME! 





Jim and I bargained that 


there would be no strings attached 


to our love. 


But now I wanted 


to back out on that bargain 


W HEN THE SLIDING landscape be- 

yond the windows of the bus 
changed from flat, wide fields and iso- 
lated farms to rows of houses and stores, 
| felt my heart lurch unexpectedly. Only 
my cold, determined decision to find him 
had brought me here, upheld by the 
Spain and bitterness of the last two years. 





But now, as the bus slowed and came 
pa stop. I could feel my hands trem- 
bling and my heart beating as fast as 
though I had been running. It was panic 
panic at the thought of what might or 
: ight not happen. Panic at having, at 
last, to face the man I had loved with 
every fiber of my body. 









For two aching years | had sought 
out, gone from place to place speak- 
ing his name to strangers, and when they 
hook their heads at me I had passed on 
foggedly to the next clue. It was sheer 






Chance, the casual mention of his name 

ya man I didn’t know, which had led 

here, to Duncan City. His hiding 
ce. 

' “Duncan City,” the driver called. 

'I pushed hurriedly off the bus. It 


olled on again, leaving me standing 





one, friendless in a strange city, with 





at numb, frightened feeling making me 
tel as though I hadn’t eaten for a week. 
| The man who had mentioned Jim’s 
lame in Westport, a hundred miles away 
fom here, had said that he had started 
p his own business as a gunsmith and 








yas doing well. It was in a coffee bar 
here I had overheard the conversation. 
Jim Bellamy. Bought my shotgun from 
im a week ago. He'll tell you anything 
you want to know about guns and hunt- 
g. He’s an expert.” 

The speaker had his back to me. His 
ext words froze me to my seat. The 
bon I held clattered into the saucer. 
bellamy got married a month ago. Nice- 
dking gal named Sue Morton. . .” 

I sat at the coffee bar long after the 
two men had left. I felt beaten, hope- 
















less. He was married. I was too late. 

And then two images rose up before 
me, each tearing a denial from my heart 
that it was, could never be, too late. I 
saw Jim, his short dark hair standing 
like a brush from his scalp, a half-tender, 
half-ironic smile twisting his mouth and 
his brown eyes gazing directly into mine. 
And I saw the baby, our baby.. . 

I had saved just enough money to 
make the journey to Duncan City. May- 
be I could stay a couple of nights until 
my quest was finished. It was lucky that 
only two days had passed since I had left 
my last job, with two weeks’ salary in 
lieu of notice. 

I had never remained in a job for 
long. I was too difficult to get along 
with. My bosses called me “unreliable” 
and “not interested in the work.” They 
didn’t know about the agony and the 
persistence of the storm that constantly 
raged within me. In any case it was 
always necessary for me to move on from 
one place to another, to continue the 
search for Jim. Now it was nearly ended. 

I stood before the Post Office, holding 
my battered suitcase and looking about 
me desperately. This town, with its lei- 
surely moving people, its small stores 
and calm, peaceful look, seemed to re- 
proach me. Everybody here seemed to 
accept life as it turned out for them. I 
didn’t, couldn’t. 

Somewhere in this street, I thought, 
Jim’s store would be. This street or one 
like it. His name would probably be 
painted above the window: James Bel- 
lamy, Gunsmith. James Bellamy, Cow- 
ard. James Bellamy, Lover. 

How would they like it, all these re- 
spectable people, when they heard all 
about the scandal in which he was so 
deeply involved. What could they think 
and say, and do, but shake their plump 
cheeks and move their satisfied lips in 
shocked “Ohs!” and nod knowingly? 
How could they guess what words like 


“love” and “hate” and “shame” and 
“loss” really meant? 

I walked down the street and found a 
cheap hotel. “I want a room,” I said to 
the old man at the reception desk. “A 
single for two, perhaps three nights. Can 
you manage it?” 

The old man looked at me doubtfully, 
as if he sensed the anger behind my set, 
strained face. Then his expression 
changed to that of a wise, kindly com- 
forter, and his voice, when he replied, 
sounded as though he would have placed 
a reassuring arm around my shoulders if 
he had had his way. “Yes, miss,” he 
said. “We can give you a bedroom on 
the first floor. You look tired. Let me 
take your bag along.” 

I was so grateful for a kind, sympa- 
thetic word, even from a stranger, that 
I almost burst into tears when he left. 
But there was no time for tears. I had 
to look for Jim—Jim, who had also been 
so kind and sympathetic. Jim, the man 
who had sworn he loved me more than 
anything else in the world. The man I 
had run away with. The man who had 
married somebody else. 

His store wasn’t how I had imagined 
it. I found it in a dingy little side street. 
It looked more like a pawnbroker’s than 
a gunsmith’s, with firearms, telescopes, 
cameras and camping equipment cram- 
ming the window space. His name was 
painted in small letters on the glass, as 
though he was afraid that somebody, 
somebody like me, might trace him. It 
seemed strange and frightening to think 
that the man I had been looking for dur- 
ing two bitter years was probably inside 
that store, hidden somewhere in its dark 
recesses within a few yards of where I 
was standing. 

Like a light being switched on in a 
long-neglected room the memory of how 
it used to be with us rushed through my 
mind. The small flat, part living room, 

part workshop, (Continued on Page 67) 
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le VERY TUESDAY evening, 20 mil- 

lion Americans pull up to their TV 
sets to watch the Nat King Cole Show. 
Seconds after the opening downbeat, tall, 
ebony-hued Cole, his face beaming, 
moves into the spotlight, rubbing the 
palms of his hands together, moistening 
his lips, and croons, with melon sweet- 
ness: “In the evening may I sing to you?” 


Spicing his show with swift-witted repar- 
tee between the evening’s guest artist and 
himself, singing Nat King Cole, a merry 
appearing soul, moves to the end of his 
30-minute production all too soon, then 
vanishes as gracefully as he came until 
another Tuesday rolls around. 

But once out of the glare of the spot- 
ing | light and the camera eye to 8-million TV 
ur} sets, the Nat King Cole smile suddenly 
disintegrates into a gargoyle’s scowl, his 
sparkling eyes become two tight immov- 
able slits, the cavernous mouth closes 
resolutely, turns down at the corners. 
teeth gnash, and his jaw bone twitches 
uncontrollably. Only 38 years old and a 
theatrical giant, Nat is a man who bears 
the scars of unhealed troubles and his 
major one of the hour begins with a 
capital T for Television. 

The September night marks the tenth 
month of Nat’s TV immortality, and in 
that period he has worked miracles. He 
is the first Negro ever to host his own 
show in the medium, and came recom- 
tended by the sale of 50 million of his 
records. His first 34 weeks were smash- 

ig quarter-hour slots. NBC-TV was so 
Pleased they upped it to a half-hour dur- 
ling the summer. Following the exten- 
sion, Nat has picked up televiewers by 
the millions, comes as close to the $64.- 
000 Question, his opposing show, as 
‘Minneapolis to St. Paul. But Nat Cole 
has found national advertisers unwilling 
to buy him, even at half-price ($45,- 
000), and there’s neither a camel nor 
@ oasis in sight. 

“Down South,” say some sponsor’s 
Hfepresentatives, off the record: “They 
might resent the show and the sponsor.” 
Yet, “Sell the Nat Cole Show!” barks 
NBC sales manager Charles Abry to his 
Mucksters across the nation, because he 
Mnows what Nat says about the show’s 
Mating in the South is true: “It’s just as 
Beod there as any place else.” 






































And in the spirit of this dilemma, 
Nat alights from a sleek limousine at his 
hotel, minutes later grunts acknowledg- 
ment to the doorman’s greeting, strides 
through the plush lobby, and charges 
from the elevator straight to his suite. 
Undressing quickly, Nat dons his ma- 
roon bathrobe, places a sleeping cloth on 
his head, sits on his bed, legs akimbo, 


NAT KING coLte eee 





an empty cigarette holder palmed at the 
end of a dangling right arm. His chin 
rests in his left hand. 

He remembers the doctor’s instruc- 
tions that he should relax and not worry 
at times like this. After all, haven’t such 
worries and troubles over the past 21 
years caused half of his ulcerated stom- 
ach to be taken out? And aren’t troubles 





Flanked by police, Nat continues performance in Birmingham 
in April, 1956, after four hoodlums attacked him onstage of 
auditorium while he was singing before white audience. 





Describing Birmingham attack in a Chicago hotel 
room, Nat tells how one man lunged across foot- 
lights and tripped him. Nat was not injured. 


Autographing his record album, 
Nat prepares to present it to fan 
who besieged him backstage. 
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2 in what has been described as a “cigarette tenor,” Nat sings what may become 
nillion-sales record. In the dozen years since he debuted as a singer, Nat has 
ore than 50 million discs, turning almost everything he records into a hit. 
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Ulcers, physical attacks and 
Dixie bias are some of the 


things that have plagued Nat 


part of the price you pay for a $500,000. 
a-year career. Nat tries to reason with 
himself, but continues to sit there de. 
jectedly alone, suspicious and tormented, 
sad in a solitary way. 

His mind is as turbulent as it was two 
years before in another lonely hotel suite 
in Detroit. It was right after four of the 
nation’s most influential Negro newspa- 
pers had christened this thin man an 
“Uncle Tom” in searing headlines. One 
of them had accused this disturbed sing. 
er of “kneeling before the throne of Jim 
Crow,” added that Cole had “stabbed in 
the back” those who were fighting for 
civil rights in the south. 

Matching that shock had been another 
dig from three prominent Harlem cafe 
operators, who had taken his records off 
their juke boxes, put up accusing signs 
announcing the King Cole ban, then told 
the nation in a joint resolution: “Since 
he refused to join the NAACP in its 
crusade against segregation in the South, 
we decided that we could refuse to play 
his records.” 

To the newsman who slipped up to his 
suite after orders had been left that his 
troubled majesty was seeing no one, Nat 
fumed: “Where do they get that stuff 
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¢ himself in movie biography, The Nat Cole Story, Portraying machine-gunning soldier in China Gate, Nat plays 
enacts crucial period when acute attack of ulcers his first straight dramatic role, sang only the movie’s title song. 
d his life. An operation has since removed his malady. Nat came off well, although film was not a great one. 
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that I’m not in this racial conflict. I’m 
a black man, I live it every day.” Then 
lighting a cigarette without missing a 
syllable, Nat blared: “Not one of those 
newspapers called me up to ask if I had 
been quoted correctly. I had to call them 
all myself and set the facts straight. I 
even sent a telegram to Roy Wilkins (ex- 
ecutive secretary of the NAACP).” 

The uproar had stemmed from an- 
other ulcer-raising experience the week 
before, in Birmingham, Ala., when Cole 
was attacked by six White Citizens Coun- 
cil members as he stood singing to a 
white audience of 4,000 people. And 
while white 400 daily papers across the 
country praised Cole’s level-headed con- 
duct under fire, he was roundly criticized 
in Negro weeklies for having played to 
a segregated audience. Promised Nat: 
if other Negro entertainers will agree to 
desist from playing to segregated audi- 
ences, so would he. 

But still more infuriating were reports 
that Nat had attacked the NAACP. 
“They blasted me for a misquote and a 
misunderstanding,” Nat insisted. “As a 
Negro, how could I, having lived this 
thing, having fought it, be against any 
organization fighting for our rights? 
Whether I had a stamped card was ir- 
relevant, when I had played benefits, 
fought in my home, fought on the road, 
for basic decency. I was very hurt when 
no one gave me the benefit of the doubt, 
when without questioning me or trying 





Before NBC television cameras each Tuesday night, Nat croons 
in silken-soft voice that has boosted his show into evening’s No. 
2 spot. However, some Dixie cities ban the show. 





to find where I stood, I was attacked and 
held up to ridicule.” 

Fifteen minutes later, his bitterness 
spent, Nat King Cole, dressed in a smart 
gray flannel suit, held a press conference 
in another suite of the Gotham Hotel, 
plunked down $500 in exchange for a 
life membership in the NAACP. 

“Just one more Nat,” shouted the pho- 
tographers. “Turn just a little to the 
right,” shouted another. Flash bulbs ex- 
ploded for the last time, reporters scrib- 
bled the periods, dotted the I’s, crossed 
the last T’s, doctors and NAACP officials 
shook hands all around and left the sing- 
er, who was born on St. Patrick’s Day 
but without the luck of the Irish. 

Up there in that lonely hotel suite, a 
hands-in-his-pocket, slump-shouldered 
Nat Cole, idol of millions, fickle mil- 
lions, stood alone, and maybe pondered 
his journey from his birth in the cradle 
of the confederacy to the bright lights 
of the world’s plushiest and most expen- 
sive nightclubs. 

At three years of age, his minister 
father, Rev. Edward Coles (Nat dropped 
the “s” from his last name) recalled: 
“When we were on our way to church, 
if little Nat heard a piano, we’d have to 
pull him away. At five he almost died 
from pneumonia.” Pondering mysteries 
beyond his understanding, even then, 
eight-year-old Nat asked: “If God sat 
on a red hot stove bare naked, would He 
get burned?” (Continued on Page 71) 
























In rare moment of complete relaxation for 
him, Nat and his wife, Maria, enjoy fa- 
vorite pastime, big league baseball game. 
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In family pose at luxurious Los Angeles 
home, Nat is surrounded by his wife, Maria, 
and their daughters Sweetie and Cookie. 
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Originally leading a small combo, Nat soared to fame with 
1944 recording, Straighten Up And Fly Right, followed it with 
series of hits before going on his own in 1948. 
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morning | took things into my 
ds. 1 forced Tessie, against her 
10 listen to me once and for all. 





Ce 


It was easy to trace the source of my 
troubles. They always came from somebody’s 
mother—either my own or my husband’s. I 
couldn’t overlook their faults or accept the 


tears or hurt looks that were supposed to make 


everything alright. In fact, I hated them 


AKE YOUR FILTHY HANDS off my baby and don’t ever touch him again. 

You’re not going to ruin him like you tried to ruin his father. I hate you. I’ve 
hated you ever since the first day I met you. And don’t think you're going to get 
Robby to leave me because I hate you. Robby loves me. He loves me more than 
anyone else in the world.” 

I guess I was clean out of my mind when I spat out those words between my 
clenched teeth and right into the face of Mrs. Broderick. Out of my mind or not, 
I didn’t want to take one syllable back after they had been said. I stood there, in 
front of her, trembling, Robby Jr. in my arms. I had just snatched him from my 
mother-in-law’s arms. The hot, reckless anger which had risen inside of me and 
spewed out in vicious words made me feel good. I felt good even when I saw Mrs. 
Broderick’s eyes turn unbelieving and her face crumple into horror, her eyes fill 
with big tears. 

“Yvette,” she pleaded brokenly. “What’s wrong with you, child? Do you know 
what you're saying?” 

I not only knew what I was saying but I felt I should have said it long ago— 
long before my husband’s mother had brought down so much trouble on Robby 
and me with her meddling, evil ways. Furthermore, I had taken the plunge now 
and there was no sense in backing water. I had to return to the attack in order 
to keep my nerve up. 

“Yes, | know what I’m saying,” I snapped. “And you’re not going to get any- 
where with me with that phony crying and sympathy-seeking technique you’ve been 
pulling on Robby ever since he was old enough to be taken advantage of. If you’re 
going to bawl about being stood up to for once in your bossy life, you’d better go 
home and do it. I don’t want my baby upset and I don’t want Robby upset when 
he comes in.” 

Mrs. Broderick gasped as though someone had hit her in the stomach. 

“Are you asking me to leave your—my son’s home?” she demanded piteously. 

“Not asking,” I screamed. “Telling you—” 

I checked myself. I could feel hysteria mounting in me. Turning quickly away 
from my mother-in-law, I hugged my precious baby closer to me and ran upstairs 
to my room. 

I left the door ajar and didn’t turn on any lights. I sat on the edge of the bed, 
rocking little Robby in my arms and listening intently. Soon I heard Mrs. Brod- 
erick walking across the floor downstairs. She was headed for the clothes closet to get 
her coat. I heard the front door close and breathed a (Continued on Page 56) 
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I could to help my father. 1 


ould stop him from ruining our 
‘could keep him away from the bottle 





HERE DAD WAS, sprawled out 

dead-drunk on the couch when I got 
home from work. He was dirty and 
needed a shave and his clothes looked 
like he’d been sleeping in them for days! 
] was so disgusted I could have shook 
him hard and bawled him out, but I 
knew it wouldn’t do any good. It would 
only start another argument, and it 
seemed like that was all we ever did 
anymore, whenever he was sober enough 
to talk to me! 


I was so tired—tired of trying to make 
ia decent home for us with my small pay, 
ired of trying to make him realize he 

s drinking himself right into the gut- 
pr! But it didn’t do any good. When 
Dad first started drinking so much, right 

er Mom died, I guess I didn’t blame 
im. It was awful without her with us, 
singing in the kitchen while she worked, 
doing so many little things for us that 

had to learn to do ourselves. Mom 
y made us a family, and when she 
fied, it seemed our family fell apart. 

I don’t even like to remember those 

st few weeks. Time helped me some, 
but Dad didn’t snap out of it. He kept 
fon drinking more and more and lived 
in Sammy’s Bar more than anyplace 

/ tse. He lost his job at Hampton Mills— 
the job that supported Mom and me for 
0 many years, and he didn’t even try 
jto get another one. Oh, he said he was 
"looking, but I knew he wasn’t! The way 
Te looked, so dirty and bleary-eyed, 
Fnobody would hire him anyway! 
| Maybe I made a mistake, quitting 
mxhool to work at Gus’s diner. If I 
shadn’t been earning something, maybe 
Dad would have tried harder. I don’t 
“know. But I soon got fed up with com- 
ing home from work and seeing Dad 
drunk all the time. 
| I dropped down into a chair and felt 
like bawling. What was the use! No 
| Matter how hard I tried I couldn’t do 
' _‘ything with him. I couldn’t fight 


against a disease like Dad’s. 

Yes, I know now it’s a disease, but I 
didn’t then. And I didn’t have much 
patience with him either. I was too 
young to think much about his prob- 
lems—only how miserable he was mak- 
ing my life! 

I wanted to live like we used to. I 
wanted to be like other girls, having 
dates and inviting boys to the house. 
But I didn’t dare have anybody see our 
shabby flat or take a chance on them 


seeing Dad the way he was right then! 

I got up and started picking up dishes 
and set them in the sink to soak while 
I opened a can of spaghetti for supper. 
I got into the habit of using canned 
things because Dad seldom ate with me 
anymore. It just wasn’t worth the bother 
to fix a whole meal for myself. 

I was at the table eating the spaghetti 
and crackers when Dad walked into the 
kitchen. He looked awful. 

“Want some supper?” I asked him. 

“Coffee,” he said, “if you got some 
made.” ; 

He came close to me and sat down 
and he smelled of liquor and not being 
clean, and I could have cried, seeing the 
wreck he was. If Mom was alive, it 
would have broken her heart. I got up 
and poured him some coffee and he 
drank it hot and black. 

“How’s the job, Dawnie?” he asked 
me—the first time in weeks he’d showed 
any interest in what I was doing. 

“Oh, it’s all right,” I answered. I was 
in no mood to be nice, but I didn’t want 
to start another argument either. 

“Dawnie,” he said, sighing, “oh, 
Dawnie, I’m sorry.” 

I looked at him, with his head in his 
hands, and I| couldn’t say any of the 
mean things I’d been thinking. 

“I’ve made such a mess of things, 
haven’t I,” he said, more to himself 
than to me. 

I reached out my hand and touched 


his sagging shoulder. 

“Oh, Dad, why don’t you try, just a 
little.” I expected him to pull away and 
get mad, but this time he didn’t. “Why 
don’t you go out and get a haircut?” | 
asked him hopefully, “and put on your 
good suit and really try to find a job 
tomorrow?” 

He looked up at me for a minute and 
straightened his shoulders, and there 
was a determined look about him. 

“Yes, I will!” he said. “I will, Dawn- 


ie. Maybe you better give me some sup- 
per and I’ll go down and get my haircut 
while the shop’s still open.” 

I could hardly believe my ears! I'd 
argued and pleaded and done every- 
thing I could before and he hadn’t even 
listened. This maybe, things 
would change. 

“Oh, Dad!” I said, “I'd be so happy 
—if things—” 

I didn’t know how to say it. Things 
could never be the way they were when 
Mom was alive. But at least we could 
live like other people. 

I got up and dished out some spa- 
ghetti for him, and poured more coffee. 
If I'd known Dad would eat, I’d have 
fixed something better. But he didn’t 
say anything. He just ate what I set in 
front of him, and then he went for his 
coat. 

“T’ll come right back, Dawnie,” he 
promised. “You get that water heater 
going so’s I can take a bath.” 

“Sure, Dad,” I said, “don’t be long!” 

I hated to see him go out like that, 
right after promising to do better. And 
yet I had his promise, and my big 
hopes! I started cleaning up the kitch- 
en, and suddenly I found myself hum- 
ming a little. It was so good thinking 
things would be different for us. After 
I did the dishes and mopped the floor, 
I got a few of my clothes ready to wash. 
I was so busy I didn’t notice the time 
until | saw that it was beginning to get 
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time, 


























dark. And suddenly all the cheerfulness 
left me, and that old sick-to-my-stomach 
feeling came back as I realized how long 
Dad had been gone. 
| wanted to believe him and trust 
him, but something made me get my 

vat and go out looking for him. I ran 
down to the barber shop and looked in. 
it was closed. Quickly, I hurried on to 
Sammy’s Bar. 

[he place was foggy with smoke and 
| had to squint through the grimy win- 
dows for a few seconds. But, sure 
enough, there Dad was, sitting at the 
end of the bar with his arm around some 
other drunk! 

| was so mad I could feel the blood 
pounding in my throat. I barged inside 
the door and stormed over to him. 

So this is where you get your hair 

and get ready to go looking for a 

’ | muttered angrily. “Wasn’t I a 
fool to think [ could believe anything 
you said!” 

[he fellow who was with Dad turned 
round and looked at me so surprised, 
but I didn’t see anything but my father’s 
dirty face and his stupid staring eyes! 

“Dawnie,” Dad mumbled, “don’t be 
mad 

‘Why shouldn’t I be mad!” I snapped 
back. “After you promised you’d come 
right home—” 

Dad turned to the fellow. 

‘l’ll be seein’ ya’, Russ,” he said, and 
tarted to get off the stool, but he stag- 
gered and would have fallen on the 
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floor if Russ hadn’t held onto him. 
Quickly, I grabbed Dad’s other arm and 
Russ helped him to the door. 

“Thanks,” I said crossly. “Ill man- 
age him.” 

But as soon as Russ let go of Dad, he 
nearly fell once more. 

“Tl help you home with him,” Russ 
said quietly. 

I didn’t want his help, but I knew | 
couldn’t manage Dad alone. Grimly, | 
started home, wishing the sidewalk 
could swallow me up, | was so ashamed. 

We had a terrible time getting Dad 
up the two long flights of stairs to our 
flat. All the neighbors must have’ heard 
us stumbling up the stairs and Dad’s 
surly arguments. 

Inside the flat, we got him as far as 
the couch where he sprawled out and 
soon started snoring. 

“Want me to put him to bed?” Russ 
asked me. 


As if I didn’t have enough troubles on my hand, I had to get 
At first I thought love could conquer 


mixed up with Russ. 
anything. 


“No, thanks!” I said crossly. “He'll 
sleep it off right there—like he usually 
does!” 

Russ looked uncomfortable and turned 
away. Even then, angry as I was, I 
could see that Russ was quite young and 
probably good-looking when he was 
cleaned up. But I was mad at him be- 
cause he’d been drinking with Dad— 
probably encouraging him. All Dad 
needed was somebody to listen to him 
and he was off. 

Russ started for the door. 

“Okay,” he said, “I'll be seein’ ya’.” 

I know the words didn’t really mean 
anything, but I was so tired and dis- 
gusted I snapped back, “I hope I drop 
dead before I do!” 

He looked at me funny, as if those 
words hurt, and turned quickly and 
went out. That was a fine thing to say 
to him, after he’d helped me home with 
Dad, but I was mad at the whole world 
right then! 

I threw a quilt over Dad and went to 
bed, though I didn’t get to sleep for a 
long while. I kept telling myself, “I’ve 
got to get out! I’ve got to leave here and 
make a decent life for myself!” But 
then I’d think of all the things that 
might happen to Dad; he wouldn’t eat 
or take care of himself; he might get 


But it couldn’t—not the terrible curse 


sick, even die, if somebody wasn’t 
around to keep an eye on him. And 
then my thoughts would start all over: 
Ive got to get out of here. On and on, 
over and over, and I was right back 
where I started. Everything was hope. 
less! Hopeless! 


HE NEXT MORNING when I left 
for work Dad was still on the couch 
where he’d been the night before. The 
sight of him sickened me. I didn’t wake 
him, and I was too late to fix his break. 
fast. Gus was already serving customers 
when I hurried in and he gave me a 
dirty look for being so late. I pretended 
I didn’t notice and got busy. It was one 
of those rush days when [| didn’t seem 
to have a minute, but maybe it was just 
as well. It gave me less time to think 
and feel sorry for myself. 
When I got home that night Russ and 
Dad were sitting at the kitchen table 


drinking. They were laughing about 
something when I walked in, but I soon 
changed that. 

“What’s the idea coming here and 
turning our house into a barroom?” | 
snapped. 

Russ got up quickly and looked at 
me, but Dad put out his hand to stop 
him. 

“Don’t mind her, Russ,” he stam- 
mered thickly. “Don’t pay no attention 
to her. She don’t understand.” 

Russ sat down again and that made 
me boil. . 

“I don’t understand!” I answered 
angrily. “No, I don’t understand any- 
thing except I’ve got to pay the rent and 
buy the food with the peanuts I make 
and you go out and waste money on that 
stuff!” 

I stormed into my room and slammed 
the door. What was the use of fighting 
it any more? I was shaking all over 
I was so mad. I opened my closet and 
pulled out a battered old bag. I really 
didn’t know what I was going to do, but 
right then I knew I had to get out. 

I threw my clothes and things into 
the bag and jammed it shut. But when 
I left my room Dad and Russ looked 
around at me and Dad’s face looked like 
thunder. 
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“What do you think you’re doing?” 
he yelled. 

“What does it look like?” I cried. 

Dad got up and staggered toward me. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” he shouted. 
“You’re not leaving here!” 

He lunged at me and I backed against 
the wall—scared of him for the first 
time in my life. 

“You’re not too old for me to wal- 
lop,” he said, “and it looks like that’s 
just what you need!” 

Russ got up quickly and grabbed 
Dad’s arm. 

“Don’t, Tom!” he said. 
anything you'll regret!” 

But Dad grabbed my bag out of my 
hand and threw it into my bedroom. 

“T’'ll show you who’s still boss around 
here!” he stormed. “I'll show you!” 

“Come on, Tom,” Russ said quietly, 
“sit down.” 

The bag fell on the floor and broke 
open, spilling all my things out. As I 
stood looking at them laying there, 
something inside me snapped and | 
started crying. 

Russ made Dad sit down and he came 
close to me and touched my shoulder. 
I pulled away from him, sobbing. 

“Don’t cry,” Russ said softly. “Don’t 
cry, Dawnie.” 

I wanted to yell at him, to tell him to 
get out and leave me alone, but | 


“Don’t do 


couldn’t say anything, I was so choked 
up. Dad was still muttering angrily to 
himself. 

“Your father really cares a lot about 
you,” Russ was saying quietly. “Even 
if you don’t think so, he cares an awful 
lot!” 

I wanted to laugh at him, to tell him 
he was crazy, but the words wouldn’t 
come. 

“You don’t understand him,” Russ 
kept on softly. “Things are hard for 
him, too.” 


HAT DID IT! How did he have the 

crust to stand there and talk to me 
like that? Him, a drunk—a drunk just 
like Dad. 

“You’ve got a lot of nerve,” I blub- 
bered. “Telling me /’m wrong. But I 
suppose you drunks have to stick to- 
gether, because nobody else will put up 
with you.” 

That cut pretty deep. I realize now 
that he wasn’t as drunk as I’d thought, 
but that didn’t matter to me. 

“I suppose I should pat him on the 


back and tell him he’s a great guy—a 
wonderful father—!” I snapped. “May- 
be I ought to sit down and start drink- 
ing with him too. Is that what I should 
do?” 

Russ looked at me for a few seconds. 

“It wouldn’t hurt any to let him know 
you still cared about him,” Russ said 
softly. “It wouldn’t hurt to pat him on 
the back—and it just might help some.” 
And he finished as if he was talking to 
himself. “I think it might help me too 
—an awful lot.” 

I wasn’t listening much. I didn’t care 
about his problems then, or Dad’s, or 
I stooped down 
and started picking up my things, and 
he helped me. While I was hanging my 
clothes in the closet I heard him talking 
to Dad for a few minutes, and then he 
was back, standing in my doorway. 

“Your father is sorry he was so mad,” 
he said softly. “But don’t try to leave 
like that again.” 

I looked at him—a drunk like Dad, 
and knew it wouldn’t do any good to 
talk to him, but I had to say something 
to somebody. 

“Oh, I wish I knew what to do!” I 
said. “I don’t want to leave Dad, but I 
want to live like other people. Not like 
this.” 

Russ looked down at the floor. 

“I don’t like things the way they are 
either,” he said. 

“Well, why do you keep on?” I 
“Why do you 
drink and come here and add to my 
troubles by drinking with Dad?” 

He didn’t say anything then. 

“If you don’t like your life,” I rushed 


anybody’s but my own! 


couldn’t help saying. 


on, “you can change it easier than / 
can!” 

Russ looked up at me for a second, 
his shoulders sagging and he started to 
turn away. I was almost sorry I’d said 
anything. But what are people supposed 
to do—take everything a drunk dishes 
out and come back for more? Can’t a 
drunk ever face himself? 

“Some guy told me once,” Russ said, 
“the first step is knowing you're an alco- 
holic.” He said the word as if it burned 
his mouth. “And if that guy is right— 
I guess I’ve made the first step.” 

He turned around and went out. | 
sat there thinking about what he’d said, 
and wondered if he was right. I won- 
dered if Dad knew that he was an alco- 
holic—if he wanted to stop being the 
way he was. 


I heard Dad’s bedsprings creak and 
I knew he’d thrown himself down on his 
bed without even getting undressed. But 
that was better than his going out again 
to Sammy’s. I kept seeing Russ’s face, 
and suddenly I felt sorry for him, sorry 
for everybody who was a slave to the 
bottle. For the first time I felt sorry for 
them instead of myself. Remembering 
how Russ had looked, so sad and beaten, 
I thought, “How could a young fellow 
ever get so mixed up?” 


ONE MORNING, a few days later, 

Russ stopped in at the diner for 
coffee. I didn’t recognize him at first 
because he was clean and was wearing 
a nice suit, freshly pressed. It really hit 
me then that he was handsome, in a 
rugged sort of way—short-cropped hair 
and dark eyes—and that smile! I’d nev- 
er seen Russ smile before and I found 
myself staring at him in admiration and 
wondering how could such a nice fellow 
ever get so—but I made myself stop 
thinking about that. He was trying. He 
wasn’t going to slip back. Russ would 
make good! 

“Hi,” he said, “How’re things?” 

“The same,” I answered, feeling my 
heart thump up in my throat. “But it 
looks like you’re doing fine.” 

He laughed a little and shrugged those 
broad shoulders. 

“Maybe,” he said. “I went to see a 
fellow I used to work with, a drummer, 
and he said he thought he had a spot 
for me next weekend.” 

“You play with an orchestra?” I 
asked, surprised. 

“Sax and clarinet,” he said, “I’ve 
played with Jerry before, real joints, 
though. You wouldn’t want to be caught 
dead in most of ’em.” 

I looked at him, wondering if he was 
kidding. 

“You're a good kid, Dawnie,” he said 
quickly, “a real good kid.” It was crazy, 
but that made me feel like I had wings! 

Three customers walked in and I had 
to serve them. And before I could get 
back to Russ, he finished his coffee, 
waved at me and left. I guess I knew 
right then I was gone on Russ, even 
though I knew I was dopey to get in- 
volved with a fellow like that when I 
already had it “up to here” with Dad’s 
drinking. But, crazy or not, I couldn’t 
help it or keep my heart from turning 
over whenever he stopped in to see me 
at the diner. (Continued on Page 63) 
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LVIS PRESLEY, as almost every 
American within earshot of TV, 
radio or juke boxes knows, is sideburns, 
a guitar, an itchy pelvis bone, blue suede 
shoes and a voice of uncertain classifi- 

cation. 

He is also a multi-million dollar prop- 
erty born of rock ’n’ roll. His recordings 
alone will bring him an estimated $900,- 
000 this year. To these earnings will 
be added his movie salaries, and money 
from the sale of such teen-age delights 
as Elvis Presley lipstick (in Hound Dog 





Orange and Heartbreak Hotel Pink), 
charm bracelets, sculptured busts of 
Presley, and Elvis pictures that glow in 
the dark. — 

Truly, teen-age addiction to rock ’n’ 
roll cult reaches its financial peak in 
Elvis (The Pelvis) Presley, a 21l-year- 
od Mississippi-born white boy who 
drove a truck in Memphis, Tenn., be- 
fore he started singing like a Negro and 
became famous. And 
Southern background and adaptation of 


because of his 


a singing style once thought to be the 
exclusive property of the Negro race, 
Presley has been the object of ofttimes 
bitter criticism by those who feel he 


Using a dog as a co-partner, Presley put over on TV his first big 
record, You Ain’t Nothin’ But A Hound Dog. Several of Presley’s 
early recordings were also sung by Negroes, but his sold best. 


PRESLEY 


stole a good thing. He has also been 
accused of prejudice against the very 
people to whom he owes much of his 
success. 

Thus the question arises: just what 
is the truth about Elvis Presley? 

Elvis Presley was born in Tupelo, 
Miss., and grew up in what is generally 
considered a Negro neighborhood. Ac- 
cording to Tupelo’s lone Negro physi- 
cian, Dr. Walter A. Zuber: “People 
around here say he’s one of the nicest 
boys they ever knew. Of course, nobody 





paid much attention to him because his 
people were just poor folks and nobody 
knew he was going to become famous. 
But he was always hanging around the 
church sanctified meetings.” 

Elvis, who was taught to play the 
guitar by an itinerant Negro musician 
in Tupelo, recalled recently that “I al- 
ways liked that kind of music. I used 
to go to the colored churches when | 
was a kid. | went to a lot of them, and 
I listened to singers like the Blind Boys 
Quartet. I’ve heard some colored peo- 
ple in choirs who had beautiful voices. 
I’ve always wondered why they didn’t 
make records and give their wonderful 





















Wriggling onstage as he clings to micro- 
phone, Presley demonstrates style that 
skyrocketed him to a million-dollar career. 


talents to the public.” 

When Presley first thought of becom- 
ing a singer, he had his idol all picked 
out. “I’ve always wanted to sing like 
Bill Kenny of the Ink Spots,” he once 
told a reporter. “I liked that high, 
smooth style.” 

But the way Presley sounds today is 
a far cry from the Kenny falsetto. His 
voice is a baritone which alternately 
throbs, moans and grunts. But, says he, 
“I never sang like this in my life until 
I made that (Continued on Page 75) 
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Visiting his home town, Memphis, Tenn., between movie and 
stage work, Presley joins Claudia Ivy and singer B. B. King 
on stage of Ellis Auditorium at revue staged by radio station. 
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J like Eddie kissed me. 
rous. | knew it was de- 
how to accept love. 
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OU CAN TALK FROM NOW "TIL DOOMSDAY, I’m not going to the dance.” 
Lying across my bed, stubbornness hardening every nerve in my body, I 
watched my best girl friend, Elaine, staring at me in sheer unbelief. 

“What’s wrong with you, Gladys,” Elaine demanded with angry impatience. 
“Last week you were all excited about the Sportsmen’s affair. Now you’re coming 
up all simple-like. I don’t dig you.” 

She flounced away from the bed and began to walk up and down the room in 
that spoiled, petulant way she had whenever she failed to get what she wanted. 

I smiled a smile that approached evilness. Elaine’s tricks wouldn’t work this time. 
They had been working on me ever since we'd become best friends as high school 
freshmen. Now it was different. I was different. 

“You’re making a fool out of yourself and out of me too,” Elaine raged. “After 
I got Ron to get that nice-looking Eddie to be your escort. I should think—” 

The smile disappeared from my face. | sat straight up and looked at Elaine with 
that utter hatred which you can only have for the people you have loved. I could 
feel the dangerous nerve-tingling at my temple. 

“I think you’d better go home, Elaine,” I said. “And don’t do me any more 
small favors like getting me escorts.” 

I was so angry that not even the eloquent hurt which crossed my best friend’s 
face could bring me back to normal. I knew I was being horribly unfair but I just 
didn’t care. I didn’t even care when, without a word, her lips tight like she was 
trying not to cry, Elaine picked up her books from the foot of my bed and went 
out the door. 

{ felt like crying the minute the door closed behind her. But I was angry and I 
wanted to be angry. I didn’t want to cry. Why should I feel sorry for Elaine? 

I lay back down and stared at the ceiling. I squeezed my eyes closed and saw 
the picture of Elaine—the picture of a girl who perfectly fitted the description boys 
are fond of, “built like a Coca Cola bottle.” My resentful imagination brought 
back to me in silhouette Elaine’s good, strong shoulders, her pert bosom, the small 
waist, flowing hips and those wonderful, firm legs. Elaine was the kind of girl 
who excited whistles. For four years now, I’d been hearing those whistles at my 
back, whenever we passed a group of fellows on street corners. I’d been hearing 
them but they hadn’t been for me. I wasn’t the whistling-at type. Far from it. 
Oh, I knew I wasn’t ugly. In fact, I'd been complimented time and again on having 
a pretty face. I knew I wasn’t unattractive. I knew I wasn’t fat. I was worse than 
ugly, unattractive or fat. I was that in-between, cursed, doomed type—the stout girl. 

I thought bitterly about that. I knew girls with faces that would stop a clock, 
girls whose looks were frankly plain. Many of them seemed to have no cares. Either 
they had developed the kind of personality which put them over or they were 
gifted in some special way. I knew girls who were butterballs of flesh. They ac- 
cepted their excess weight as natural and others accepted it. Some of the fattest 
girls in my school were the most popular. 

But to be stout—to have facial features which could pass muster and to be con- 
demned with just enough excess weight so that curves were blurred out of existence 


I wasn’t what the boys called whistle-bait. My fea- 


tures were a little too flat. my figure was a little too 


plump. So when love really came along. | slapped 


it in the face—it was too good to be real and true 























and shapeliness was an alien thing, that 
was as cruel a thing as could ever hap- 
pen to a human being—especially a girl 
her teens who Icved life and wanted 
€ loved. 
What a simple, simple thing I had 
been these past four years, I thought as 
mind took me deeper into the cur- 
ts of self-pity. I had been Elaine’s 
fool. Elaine had been using me and | 
hadn’t even sense enough to know it. She 
had adopted the old formula employed 
nany good-looking girls: Make a less 
ictive girl your closest companion 
| thereby reflect even more attention 
your own charms. 
And the ridiculous part of it was that 
[ had always admired Elaine for her 
bathing beauty-type figure. I had al- 
ways revelled in the admiration she ex- 
ed among the boys. It had taken me 
, time to wake up. Elaine didn’t 
know why and how I had changed my 
nd about going to the Sportsmen’s 
dance. I knew why. I knew why I had 
changed my mind about a lot of things. 
[t had a lot to do with the last escort 
Elaine had “arranged” for me. It had a 
lot to do with Eddie Mitchell. I closed 
my eyes and thought about him. . . 





When Elaine first presented me with 
Eddie Mitchell, I regarded it as just an- 
other in a long series of good things 
my true and loyal friend had done for 
me. I was a pretty bad case of shy girl 
when I first enrolled in Stanley High 
School. During grammar school days 
I'd kept pretty much to home, having a 
wonderful sort of life with two grand 
parents, studying intensely and getting 
most of my pleasure in school out of 
triumphant grades. I had repulsed any 
attempts at friendship, male or female. 
But Daddy, who was my favorite human 
being, sat me down for a small but 
serious conversation the night before | 
went to high school. 

Daddy explained that Mother and he 
were honored because I seemed to prefer 
their company to anyone else’s. He 
thought it was a splendid thing that our 
small family was such a close unit. On 
the other hand, for my own good, he 
continued, I must learn that there were 
other people in the world and I must 
learn to get to know and enjoy them and 
to give to them what I had to offer as a 
human being. It wasn’t natural or good 
for a child my age not to have any 
friends, Daddy said. He wanted me to 


Daddy had preached to me and Elaine had scolded, but 
nothing could make me believe that boys would ever be 
interested in a shapeless mess like me. That was before 


I met Eddie 


lt was wonderful and exciting to be in a 
boys arms, to feel wanted. But then he 
us £ just the way I was afraid of. 





























become more sociable, to integrate my- 
self into my school life, not just for 
grades but “to get to know people— 
female people and male people.” 

If it hadn’t been for this talk with 
Daddy, I am certain I would have stoni- 
ly ignored the good-looking, honey- 
colored girl who launched a friendly con- 
versation with me as I left school that 
first day. I was awed by Elaine’s lithe, 
curvesome splendor and frightened be- 
cause I couldn’t understand what such 
an alluring creature could want or find 
in making friends with me. Although 
I didn’t realize it then, the reason I had 
stuck so close to my family was that | 
knew that to them I was precious. I was 
afraid of not being acceptable in the 
eyes of others. I didn’t know why but 
I was. I wanted to reach out and accept 
Elaine’s friendship as naturally as she 
offered it. I didn’t have the courage, but 
I didn’t resist. Elaine, as I was to find 
out, was the kind of girl who usually 
got what she wanted. She wanted to be 
friends with me, so we became friends. 
We began to frequent each other’s homes 
and to be accepted by each other’s fami- 
lies as belonging. We studied together, 
gossiped together, exchanged secrets and 
dreamed of the future. 

It made me feel proud to become 
known around Stanley High as Elaine 
Griffin’s best friend. She was easily the 
prettiest girl in the school and she man- 
aged, in spite of all her popularity with 
the boys, to be well-liked by the girls. 
That, you know, is a pretty good trick. 

Having a girl buddy like Elaine en- 
riched my life and I was slavishly grate- 
ful. Although I never stopped to think 
of it, Elaine was spoiled right to the 
core and she could be pretty imperious 
and demanding. But she always carried 
it off with such charm that it seemed 
wrong not to do the things she de- 
manded. Like the homework, for in- 
stance. Elaine was no scholastic genius. 
She was smart enough to make good 
grades but she was more interested in 
boys. That girl was constantly falling 
for a new boy. Many of our hours to- 
gether were spent in Elaine’s confiding 
in me about her current passion. She 
always became so involved in these—as 
far as | knew—innocent schoolgirl af- 
fairs that she didn’t give much time to 
study or doing homework. Her reports 
were looking pretty bad and she was in 
hot water at home after the first half- 
term of our freshman year. 
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One night Elaine asked me to do her 
homework for her. She had a movie 
date with the current boy in her life. 
The plan was that she would tell her 
folks she was coming to my house to do 
her school work. She would meet this 
boy, then, after the movies, come by and 
get the homework I had done. In the 
morning, before leaving for school, she 
would have time to copy it over in her 
own handwriting. Like a silly little fool, 
I was proud and happy to do this for my 
friend. It all added up to this deep- 
seated inferiority nonsense with which | 
was unknowingly afflicted. I didn’t feel 
I deserved Elaine’s friendship so I was 
willing to do anything to make things 
equal—to pay her back for it. 

Elaine made a good thing out of my 
willingness to accept her responsibilities. 
I found myself doing work for her sev- 
eral times a week, even when she didn’t 
have dates. And I didn’t mind. In fact, 
I loved it. 


DON’T KNOW WHETHER it was 

Elaine’s conscience or a genuine con- 
cern about my failure to have anything 
to do with boys which prompted her to 
begin nagging me to start going out to 
parties, movies and on double-dates. 
Whatever brought it about, she started 
a determined campaign. 

“You’re sixteen years old, Gladys,” 
she told me severely one day. “You’ve 
never had a date. And, in this modern 
day, that’s almost criminal. My good- 
ness, what is wrong with you. I’ve tried 
and tried to get you to go out. I’ve got- 
ten you invites for parties. I’ve told you 
I can arrange to get you a nice boy any 
time you want one. But all you do is 
stick in the mud in this house. It’s dis- 
gusting, Gladys. Really disgusting.” 

I made all sorts of excuses, even told 
lies to try to get out of being included 
in on Elaine’s social plans for both of us. 
But one day, determined to have her 
way, my girl friend put forth an ulti- 
matum. 

“Look, Gladys,” she told me. “My 
mind is made up. I’m going to have to 
get someone else—a different girl to be 
close buddies with.” 

‘I was terrified. Elaine had become a 
necessary part of my life. 

“But why, Elaine?” I asked, my lip 
trembling. 

“Because I want a girl friend who isn’t 
an old stick in the mud,” she told me. “I 
want a girl friend to go out on double- 


dates with. I want—” 

I didn’t let Elaine get another word 
out. The desperate idea that she might 
even consider withdrawing her friend- 
ship from me shocked me into making 
a confidence which had been secretly 
locked up inside my soul ever since I 
had been old enough to have female 
vanity—and, as everyone knows, this is 
a state which begins when a girl is seven 
or eight years old. 

All my life I had been on the chubby 
side and all my life I had resented it. 
Even when I was in the tender years, I 
was painfully self-conscious of the fact 
that I was a plump little girl. For some 
reason unknown to me, plumpness in 
small girls was a quality admired and 
commented on by relatives and friends 
of the family. 

“Why, she’s the picture of health. Such 
a plump little thing,” would be the com- 
ment, or something like it. 

I heartily hated those who made the 
observation and hated myself for merit- 
ing it. Even my loving mother once in 
a while made tender or teasing remarks 
about the excess weight which so of- 
fended me. Of course, she had no idea 
how I felt about it and I couldn’t tell 
anyone, not even her. 

As I grew older, I grew hopeful. I 
learned that often adolescent plumpness 
develops into svelte, slim teen-hood. I 
became conscious of the newspaper and 
magazine ads, the pictures of Broad- 
way and Hollywood stars. All the em- 
phasis was on streamlined, well-curved 
or luscious figures. Silly as it may seem, 
I used to pray to God to help me find a 
way to become shapely instead of plump. 
I’d been taught that God helps those who 
—you know the rest. 

So I sent away furiously for all kinds 
of reducing plans, overnight cures, can- 
dies and pills which were supposed to 
solve the problem. Nothing worked. As 
much as I could, without arousing my 
parents’ suspicions, I curbed my appe- 
tite down to a minimum. I foreswore 
sweets and delicacies which titillated my 
taste buds but which represented the 
threat of more fatty tissue. Nothing 
worked. 

Finally, I gave up. I became resigned 
to the fact that I was just one of those 
people doomed to be plump. I also ac- 
cepted the fact that this marked me as 
unworthy and undesirable in the eyes of 
others—all except my family. That is 
why I had become so much of what old 


people call a “homebody.” 

While Elaine listened sympathetically, 
I confessed all this. I had first solemnly 
sworn her to absolute secrecy. When I 
had finished my story, almost on the 
verge of tears, Elaine put her arm about 
me comfortingly. 

“So that’s what’s been eating you,” 
she murmured. “Well, listen, Gladys 
Warren, you’ve just been a little fool 
about this whole business. You’ve worked 
up a big complex over nothing. Nothing 
at all. If you think you’re not good- 
looking enough and sweet enough to get 
yourself a boy-friend, you’re mad. How 
I wish you had explained to me before. 
I would have stopped all this foolish- 
ness, but fast. And now that I know, 
that’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 

Elaine went on to explain to me that 
not all girls and women could be en- 
dowed with Miss America proportions. 
On the other hand, she told me, every 
living human has some physical charac- 
teristic, some inner quality which can 
project that person as attractive to some- 
one—often to many. It was all in the 
mind, she said. Also, she told me some 
things about clothes and the way they 
could be worn to bring out the best in 
girls like me who were carrying about 
a bit more flesh than the average person. 
She talked with great wisdom and a 
kindness which reassured me. It was 
real, honest, girl to girl stuff. And now 
that I look back on it, it was probably 
the most important talk of my life. 

Then she began to follow through. 
She began to help me pick out clothes 
and to arrange hair styles which she 
felt, gave me more distinction. As far 
as I could see, I didn’t look any better 
but Elaine’s interest made me feel bet- 
ter. Several weeks after our intimate 
conversation, Elaine announced that she 
had set up a double-date for us. She had 
settled down—finally—to going with one 
boy, Ronald Christian. He was a per- 
fectly beautiful kid with lots on the ball 
besides his physical appeal. Ron was 
head of the school debating team and 
held the title among our set for good 
dressing. Ron’s best friend, a sullenly 
handsome boy with a brash manner and 
the reputation for having made con- 
quests of scores of girls, was Eddie 
Mitchell. When Elaine told me my date 
was to be Eddie, I was too astounded, 
at first, to speak. When I recovered my 
breath, I (Continued on Page 72) 
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GOD For kr 


NEVER THOUGHT I'd live to see 

the day when I would tell this story 
to anybody. To tell the truth, | wouldn’t 
be writing it now if I had to sign my 
name to it. If I did that, I’m afraid I 
would be hounded out of this conven- 
tional world. 

But, after much serious thought, | 
have become convinced that I have a 
story which, when told without benefit of 
by-line, can be an inspiration to many 
young people who seem to be all shook 

VERE IN LOVE, BILL up and all mixed up because of love 
problems these days. 


I, AND THERE Two years ago, I was forced to endure 


the most awful, the most unbelievable, 


1ED TO BE NO REA- personal tragedy that ever confronted a 


;, R young wife. If I had caught my husband 
THAT WE SHOULD with another woman; if another woman 


had come to me and said my husband 


| GET MARRIED. HOW was the father of her baby; if I had dis- 
NG WE WERE. WE covered that he was a bigamist, | would 


have been happy. As you will see, what 


' KNOW THE TER- I learned about him was far worse, far 


more shocking. 
SECRET OF OUR I suppose that for a few bleak mo- 
ments, I considered blowing my brains 
PASTS out, or some other form of suicide. But 
I didn’t do it. I continued to live. Al- 
though I was buried in a graveyard of 
shame, I didn’t die. Time healed the 
wounds of my heart. 

Having learned what real personal 
tragedy is the hard way, I’m often forced 
to laugh out loud when I read newspa- 
per stories about beautiful, rich girls 
who have killed themselves with sleeping 
pills because some man had jilted them. 
So many of these tragedies could be 
averted if only we young people had 
more guts these days. 

Oh, I don’t mean to sound hard or 
cynical. But what I’m saying is a fact. 

I don’t think I’m any smarter about 
life than the next girl. I don’t think I’m 
a giantess of strength emotionally. My 
entire upbringing would argue against 
that. Yet I managed to survive. I con- 
tend that if / could survive the romantic 

















It was early spring, and we sat in a se- 
cluded spot on the campus plucking tips of 
grass, counting fireflies, making small talk. 
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jolt I suffered, then any healthy person 
ought to be able to take any kind of 
roughing love life can hand them. 

It is my sincere hope that this story 
will help some one, somewhere, who is 
walking in the night, singing the blues, 
headed for despair. 

It all began a long time ago; nineteen 
years ago, to be exact. 

I was so young then that my mind is 
blank when it comes to small details. The 
highlights I remember well. 

Outside our small house in a southern 
town this particular day, it was raining 
very hard, a deluge. My brother, age 
five, and I, age three, hated the rain be- 
cause it prevented us from going outside 
to play. Inside the house, in the poorly- 
furnished living room, our two aunts 
were locked in a bitter argument. 

We learned later that they were argu- 
ing how and when they should tell Harry 
and me that our parents, another aunt 
and an uncle had been killed when the 
car my father was driving crashed into a 
train. 

They were also arguing about how 
hey would split us up. 

They were split up, themselves, along 
color lines. 
| My father had been a dark man, rath- 
large and unhandsome, but kind and 
gentlemanly. My mother was so fair she 
fould have passed for white. Harry 
asn’t as dark as father, rior as flat of 
features, but he was unmistakably a Ne- 
ro boy. I took after mother, fair skin, 
e eyes, long, soft, dark hair. 
| One of my aunts, mother’s sister Mrs. 
acille Braxton, who lived in Cleveland, 
gued that she should take me to her 
home and raise me there. She had mar- 
Tied a light-skin man and I later dis- 
covered that they often passed for white 
when it was convenient. They were child- 
Aunt Lucille thought that I, the 
light-skinned one, would fit perfectly in 
home. 
| Aunt Rose James, my father’s sister, 
ho lived in Memphis with her husband 
and two children, said she would like to 
ise us both. She liked children and, 
ito her, a house full of them would have 
been ideal. 

Aunt Lucille, the dominant one, ar- 
gued that because of my skin, I would 
‘tulfer repeated insults and heartaches as 











































i grew older, appearing to be white yet 





@ctually being, and knowing that I was, 
8 Negro. 
The question of what would happen 


to us was left up to these two aunts be- 
cause, not counting a few cousins who 
lived elsewhere, these were the only rela- 
tives we had left. Longevity didn’t run 
in our family. 

Aunt Lucille won out. She fetched us 
from the bedroom we shared and broke 
the sad news of our parents’ death to us. 
Both of us were terribly saddened by the 
news. For days, while our aunts pre- 
pared for the funerals, during the serv- 
ices themselves, afterward, Harry and I 
grieved. Our little world, so gay and 
peaceful before, had turned topsy-turvy. 
But we were very young. Once the argu- 
ment between aunts had been settled, 
they joined forces in trying to make us 
forget what had happened. 

It took time, but finally Harry and I 
accepted the fact that we no longer had 
parents; that we would no longer be 
playmates; that we would be separated. 

We were promised that we would be 
allowed to see each other often—but we 
never did! 

In Cleveland, 
strange world. Aunt Lucille and her 
husband, Uncle Will, lived in a large, 


two and a half-story frame house that 


I found a new and 


was located in an almost totally-white 
neighborhood. The first floor had more 
space than we had had in our whole 
house down South. The top floor was 
an attic-like section which Aunt Lucille 
rented out to a childless couple to supple- 
ment the income she received from 
teaching school. Uncle Will was a rail- 
way mail clerk who traveled often. 

Aunt Lucille made me her special 
project. 

I remember the first day I spent in 
that house in Cleveland. She woke me 
up early that morning, ordered me to 
take off all my clothes, and she inspected 
every inch of my body. 

She said she wanted to make sure that 
I was healthy. She looked for blemishes, 
deformities, any tell-tale sign of ill 
health. I remember that she was espe- 
cially intrigued by a heart-shaped birth- 
mark just below the nipple on the left 
side of my chest. 

But I passed inspection. Aunt Lucille 
decided that I was “wonderfully healthy.” 
She took my old clothes and threw them 
out. I dressed in new things she had 
bought for me. I must admit that, al- 
though I felt strange when I stood before 
her naked, I just loved the clothes she 
had given me. 

Since Aunt Lucille was a kindergarten 





teacher—and a rather frightful one, I 
must admit—I was enrolled in school 
immediately and began going to classes. 
I thought they were fun. We didn’t learn 
much, but we played a lot. I made 
friends with the kids easily, but Aunt 
Lucille was rather choosey about whom 
I associated with. At first I didn’t no- 
tice it, but later I did: the kids she ap- 
proved were of my own complexion. 

That didn’t bother me then, but later, 
as I grew up, I resented Aunt Lucille’s 
attempt to dictate whom I should and 
shouldn’t have for friends. It was this 
resentment which subsequently led me 
straight into tragedy. 

But that was a long time coming. 

Almost simultaneously with the begin- 
ning of my third school term in Cleve- 
land, four incidents occurred in my life 
which, apparently innocent and well- 
intentioned at the time, were to seem 
diabolical years later. 

First, Aunt Lucille and Uncle Will, 
who was a tall, thin, hen-pecked hus- 
band, adopted me. I was told that I was 
now their child and was to call them 
mother and father, not aunt and uncle. 
It took a while before I got used to this 
idea, but I was still a kid, still being 
moulded. I got used to it. Their gifts of 
clothes and toys and other kindnesses 
helped. 

Next, Aunt Lucille and Uncle Will, 
who had become my foster parents, 
changed my name. I had been named 
Victoria Yvonne Jones. They renamed 
me Anna Marie Braxton. That was pretty 
hard to get used to but, in time, I man- 
aged. I have learned that, in an odd 
way, they managed to have my name 
registered the way they wanted it. They 
did that by listing my name as Anna 
Marie Victoria Braxton. So when adop- 
tion authorities called me Victoria, of 
course I answered and knew no better. 
But my aunt and uncle never called me 
Victoria after 1 was adopted and, in 
time, I forgot it. 

To complete the plot, my foster par- 
ents sold their home and moved “further 
out” into an all-white neighborhood and 
Lucille transferred to another school. 
Thus, within a few weeks, I was given 
a new set of parents to replace those I 
had lost in the train wreck, a new name, 
a new home, and a new school. Under 
Lucille’s domination, my past was com- 
pletely erased. I learned to call her Mom 
instead of Aunt. In our new neighbor- 
hood, it was (Continued on Page 77) 
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“can't buy blind with a family this size... 











.. 80 to be satisfied most... <°2335e! 


| always get Brands that have 
' made a Name for themselves” 


W: ETHER it’s 10 heads or 2 to feed, clothe, shelter, transport or 


yhatever ... make every dollar buy you satisfaction—buy brands of 

















iality. To help you do that, advertisers in this magazine are good 
umes to know. They’re proud of their brands—’cause they satisfy so. 





it FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


————— 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 
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SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved value. Brand Names 


it ave time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, etc. 


ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections. 


i Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 





GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to-date products. 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 
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| butts irritate some men who resent the 


| wife leaves a trail of matches and half- 
| finished cigarettes all over the house. 
| It’s such a sloppy habit 


| ing lighters, in various styles and fab- 


| 
| 
| 
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| if a woman smokes but not on th 


| unsightly than nicotine-stained teeth, the — 


| pearance of these stains, usually found 
| among the heavy smokers, use a bleach 


| Otherwise, don’t. It may eliminate the 
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by Audrey Belle 





What peeves a man most about th 
woman smoker? “I really don’t mir 










street,” a young bachelor declared. “ 
just doesn’t look right.” 

Believe it or not, most men object te 
the woman who smokes while walkin 
in public and for a good reason. The 
is nothing feminine about the femz 
who talks with a cigarette dangling from 
her mouth. Or the nervous chain smoker 
who can’t stop smoking when she. get 
to the sidewalk. 

Smoking, for a woman, is an expen 
sive habit. Since there is nothing more 





































woman smoker should be prepared to 
make more frequent trips to the dentist 
for regular cleaning and polishing. Men 
also hate to see yellow cigarette stains 
on feminine fingers. At the first ap- 






creme or peroxide nightly until it dis- 
appears. 

Cigarettes may smudge the most care- 
fully made-up mouth, so if you do smoke 
a lot, use a smear-proof lipstick and blot 
it carefully. Lipstick-stained cigarette 









sight of lipstick anywhere but on the 
mouth. One husband complained: “My 
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Attractive cigarette cases and match- 


rics for day and evening, are glamorous 
smoking accessories for the fastidious 
woman. And remember your miniature 
purse ashtray, a must for the consider- 
ate smoker. Should you use a cigarette 
holder? Not unless you know how. 


finger stains and filter the smoke but it 
can also make you look ridiculous! 
Smoking can add years to the un- 
sophisticated teenager or make an older 
woman appear younger. But a human 
smokestack—even a pretty one—is not 
a pleasant sight. 


















HOME SERVICE = 
MAGAZINE 








SO MUCH TO BE 
THANKFUL FOR! 


§ bewwesenoes means many things to different people. Some 
conjure up the picture of a plump turkey roasted to a delicate 
brown and stuffed with a rich chestnut dressing. Along with the 
flavorful memory of turkey comes the aromatic odors that seep 
from the kitchen announcing the preparation of other goodies for 
the Thanksgiving table. To others, the day of Thanksgiving takes 
on a more spiritual meaning as a time of giving thanks for count- 
less blessings. Like the Pilgrims of long ago, it is wise to combine 
both meanings and to consider material as well as spiritual bless- 
ings. Take a minute from the hustle and bustle of festivities and 
realize just how fortunate you are. 
TAN’s Home Service Section offers helpful tips for the day of 
Thanksgiving. 
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Hot Mulled Claret 


Combine 1 cup sugar, 2 cups water and 2 cups cranberry juice cocktail 
in saucepan. Add peel of Y% lemon, 6 allspice berries and 12 whole 
cloves. Stir over medium heat until sugar dissolves; bring to boil; boil 
15 minutes. Add 2 bottles Claret wine (44 qt. each); heat but do not 
boil. Strain. Serve hot in mugs with clove-studded lemon slices and 


cinnamon stick stirrers. 


WINE and CHEESE SNACKS 


\DD A romantic touch to every- 
meal planning and to liven up 
nacks, try the delightful combi- 
»f wine and cheese. Mild, sharp, 


or wedged, cheese is an excellent 


mpanion with delicious mellow 


simple sophisticated custom of 
cheese with wine is a time-saving 
nment treat that every modern 


hostess would do well to know about. 
The taste-appeal of wine and cheese can’t 
be beaten, whether it’s in a cooked dish 
or served separately on trays. Cheese 
is not only a tidbit and enhancer of other 
foods, but it also has an intriguing food 
flavor of its own. 

In using wines for cooking or drink- 
ing, the most common question asked is: 


“What is the best kind?” There are 


many different categories of wines, such 
as appetizer wines, red table wines, white 
table wines, sweet dessert wines and 
sparkling wines. The most expensive 
wine pleases some, while the least er 
pensive may please others. Most dealers 
carry wines to fit every pocketbook. 

For the coming holidays remember 
the popular appeal and tangy goodness 
of wine and cheese. 
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Jiffy Creamed Eggs and Seafood 


Blend 2 cans cream of mushroom soup and Y% pint whipping cream in 
saucepan. Combine 1 tablespoon cornstarch and 2 tablespoons cold 
water; add to soup mixture with 1 6 oz. can broiled mushroom caps, 6 
hard-cooked eggs, quartered, 18 fresh, frozen or canned oysters and 1 cup 
cooked shrimp. Stir over low heat until edges of oysters curl. Just before 
serving add 1 cup Sauterne or Dry Sherry. Heat thoroughly. Do not boil. 
Serve on toast or English Muffin. 


ol 
Three-Way Cheese Treat 


o, 






















For cheese base, blend 14% Ibs. cream cheese, 11% lbs. grated cheddar 
cheese, 4 cup milk. Divide mixture into 3 portions. For Caraway loaf, 
blend 4 tbsps. caraway seeds, 1 tbsp. horseradish, 1 tbsp. Worcestershire 
sauce with of cheese mixture. For Anchovy loaf, blend 1 tube (2 ozs.) 
anchovy paste with 3 cheese mixture. For Coffee loaf, blend 1 tbsp. 
instant coffee and 2 thsps. sugar with Y3 cheese mixture. Shape the 3 
portions into loaves and chill 4 hours. 


Canape Carnival 


Unusual, easy-to-fix canapes are a boon to 
any hostess. This tray provides an assort- 
ment of flavors and shapes to please every- 
one. Top Ritz Crackers with a hard-cooked 
egg slice and a smoked oyster. Waverly 
ute | Wafers are the perfect flavor for sardines 
ind f with a pimiento garnish. Center artichoke 
ive | Marts on saltine crackers and encircle with 
red caviar. For a large party spread, add 
wedges of honeydew melon wrapped in 
- boiled ham. 

















“He and She,” wearing New Zealand lambswool shawl sweaters with button loop and 
two-color piping at neck and above cuffs. Sweaters, by White Stag, are about $17. 


tices NEWEST TREND to catch on among mod- 

ern fashion styles is the versatile “suburban 
look.” This particular mode of dressing is charac- 
terized by an easy casualness that fits into the ac- 
celerated pace of city activities and is also at home 
in the quietness of suburban living. 

This casual look is pleasing to many, especially 
young homemakers with a flair for colorful and 
exciting fashions. This mode of attire must follow 
the city dude’s idea of originality and smartness, 


yet hold its own with the country dweller who 
delights in dressing comfortably and casually. It’s 
a combined look of bulky sweaters and car cvats, 
corduroy or poplin jackets and Ivy League slim 
pants that are easy to manipulate when meeting the 


suburban train. Closely related to the sports look. 


it gives city slickers a chance to go “relaxed.” 

The suburban look is an easy one to create. 
Tweeds, chunky knits and warm woolens are “musts” 
if you want this look of casual smartness. 












suburban look 











P P e y : 


‘ley green twill slacks are worn with a The “thoroughbred look” in a twill jacket Wide-wale neutral corduroy car coat, has 
long-sleeved all wool Ivy League shirt. By with leather collar. Slacks. by White Stag, Toggle-button closure in brown leather. 
"White Stag, shirt and slacks $12.95 each. Jacket, $27.50; Slacks, $10.95. By Cord King, coat is $19.95 









Poplin and corduroy-trimmed “Post T oast- 
a er” jacket in copper tones has adjustable 
hood collar. By White Stag, $25.75. 
















Sleek ponytail hairdo is em- 
phasized by hair clip of 
fake stones with earrings. 


Vatching earrings, bracelet 
and clips highlight this sim- 
ple but smart black dress. 


























ITH THE approach of the hair clips, feather earrings and 


Roliday season and _ its shoe ornaments add a drama 
fieavy entertainment sched- tic touch to cocktail and eve 
ules comes the task of look- ning clothes. Placed strat 
ing attractive at all festi- gically at necklines, shoul 
Vities. There are many little ders, or waistlines, thre 






















“beauty tricks” that can 
turn a plain outfit into 
Something special. Small 
items of jewelry have achiev- 
ed big interest in milady’s 
accessories. and jeweled pins. 


ornaments, made of rhin« 
stones, pearls and_ othe! 
imitation stones, add_ the 
last touch of elegance. TAN’s 
jeweled ornaments are by Ls 


do: feather earrings by Sutair 


<== 
ie: 
' 


Black ostrich feather ear- 
rings have rhinestone cen- 
ters and matching clip. 


a ee ee ee ee 





Dramatize pumps with jew- 
eled ornaments, held to foot 
with elastic bands. 





Men Zv@ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 






















Raveen’s new scientific formula 





















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 





glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 





2 ee oe Oe Oe Ge Oe Oe OS ee ee eee a 

































' 

RAVEEN Dept. 1-11 ' 

Money back gu arantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. : 
. : Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no r 

Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. i 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 1)! enclose $1.20 (0 Send C.O.D. plus postage ff 
turn unused portion of jar and full ices } 
purchase price will be immediately i 
refunded. Address : 
City State. 1 
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Hints Collected by Mrs. Dan Gerber (Mother of 5) 





Mother knows best 


Will too much attention spoil a baby?” 
That’s probably the most discussed sub- 
ject in the annals of baby care, so who is 

ay. But I like to think a nice neighbor 

f mine has the right idea. “Comforting 
1 baby with love is only using common 
ense. Every time you pick him up and 
croon and cradle away his loneliness 

give him the security he is so ob- 
yusly reaching out for.” 


New Protein Cereal for baby 


Doctors recommend protein for growth, 
strength and the building of all body 
structures. The new Gerber High Pro- 
tein Cereal pro- 
vides a new and 
pleasant way to 
give baby extra 
protein in easy-to- 
digest form. The 
high protein con- 
tent (35%) is derived from a combina- 
tion of oats, wheat, soy beans and yeast. 
Like all Gerber Baby Cereals, it’s 
vitamin-and-mineral-enriched — and 
ready to serve with milk, or formula. 
P. S. Gerber High Protein Cereal 
has a toasted, nut-like flavor that both 
babies and toddlers like. It offers appe- 
tizing variety when rotated with other 
Gerber Baby Cereals. 





Do-it-yourself dept. 


Old terry cloth towels can be easily trans- 
formed into huggable, easily-washed 
Simply fold cloth — pencil on a 


simple pattern of a kitty, puppy, dolly 
or whatever — then cut out and stitch up 
sides. Stuff with bits of leftover toweling 
and complete stitching. Then embroider 
eyes, nose, mouth with colored yarn. 
Result: a soft, safe, squeezable toy. 


On the subject of drafts 


A few suggestions to guard baby against 
sudden chills: 

¢ Baby shouldn’t be put on the floor un- 
less it is blanketed or carpeted and play 
and roll area is completely draft-free. 

¢ See that his play pen is not in a direct 
line with an open doorway. 

¢ Make sure the room in which you bathe 
baby is warm and draft-free. 


New idea for baby’s dinner 


Now — a main dish for baby that’s extra 
flavorful — extra nourishing. Gerber’s 
Strained and Junior High Meat Dinners 
have 3 times as much meat as regular 
Vegetable and Meat Combinations...and 
that means much more body- building 
protein. This extra meat is subtly blended 
with selected vegetables and cereal for 
unusual flavor interest and a varied 
assortment of im- 
portant nutrients. 3 
strained varieties 
for young babies. 
3 Junior (minced) 
varieties for tots 
who can chew. 
Beef, Chicken or Veal—all prepared 
with flavor-fresh vegetables. 





Babies are our business... 
our only business! (GC QP) Sie, pany Foops 


5 Cereals 


FREMONT, MICHIGAN 


* Over 75 Strained & Junior Foods, Including Meats 








Don’t Compare 


Your Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


— MOTHER entered my of- 

fice recently on the verge of tears, 
“Doctor,” she sighed, “You told me not 
to worry about little Dickie’s walking 
and | didn’t—until I saw the baby next 
door. By comparison, my son is back. 
ward!” 

Unfortunately, one of the first things 
a new mother must learn is that it is 
almost criminally unfair to compare her 
baby’s growth and development with 
that of the child next door. But we all 
do. It’s only human nature to compare 
and when we do, we sometimes wonder 
why our child is slow and the other one 
is fast. Most mothers, for example, think 
babies sit far earlier than they really do 
but the average child sits (without sup- 
port) at nine months while others sit 
later than that. So, if the baby next door 
has been sitting alone since he was six 
months old, he’s the unusual child, and 
don’t expect your own to match such an 
abnormal pace. 

Remember that lateness in walking 
and talking, publicized as signs of men- 
tal retardation, are only signs of mental 
retardation when the child is slow in 
other developments. Your baby may sit 
late or walk late, but if he began to smile 
at the usual age of four to six weeks, 
was alert to his surroundings, and 
reached for and played with rattles and 
other objects by five months, his slow 
sitting has nothing to do with intelli- 
gence, according to leading child care 
specialists. 

Instead, the backward child is back- 
ward in everything—he walks late, he 
talks late, and, most important, he shows 
poor concentration on toys and books. 
But if he walks late and talks late but 
has great interest in toys and books, 
there should not be the slightest fear: that 
he is mentally retarded. 

Since the child next door can not have 
the same heredity as yours, it is impos- 
sible to compare them. You should then 
view both him and your child as just 
what they are—separate marvels! 
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TEEN 
TALK 


HEN WAS THE last time you at- 

tended church? I hope it was last 
Sunday. This month of November has 
been designated as a time to call special 
attention to the importance of religion 
jn our daily living. 

Everyday things like good health, fam- 
ily love, food, clothing and shelter are 
blessings we usually accept as a matter 
of course without any significance at- 
tached to their availability. Having been 
on the receiving end of life’s gifts for so 
long, it’s difficult to appreciate the real 
meaning behind the generosity of these 
blessings. 

November is a good month to take 
stock of our daily happiness, and think 
introspectively about things in life. Call- 
ing attention to this, is a nationwide non- 
sctarian program sponsored by the 
Committee on Religion in American Life 
that works to strengthen the place of re- 
ligion in national, personal and commu- 
nity life. 

The group is composed of members of 
all faiths, and their idea is to promote 
religion much the same as an advertiser 
promotes his products. So pay heed and 
act accordingly to the many posters 
you'll see on display this month encour- 





aging you to attend the church of your 
choice. 

Whether you realize it or not the 
church plays, or can play, an important 
part in your social and personal develop- 
ment. No matter what your faith, min- 
isters, priests and rabbis encourage 
young people to become more interested 
in the activities of their church. Every 
denomination offers you something 
worthwhile. Youth centers sponsored 
by churches provide recreational facili- 
ties for parties, jam sessions and confer- 
ences. Junior choirs are lots of fun, es- 
pecially if you’re interested in music. 

You'll get to know so many wonderful 
people that living the Golden Rule be- 
comes a part of you. As future adults it’s 
mighty important that you learn early 
the responsibilities of life, and that the 
concepts of charity, brotherly love and 
honor should not be taken lightly. See 
you in church Sunday! 











Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


Consultant, Shows You How to [By 
MAKE BIG MONEY In Just Your v0 *250 











Ruth Webb knows the way to 

wit Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 

Now, she'll share her secret with 

you, actually show you step-by- 

(ROMS | ETON | step how anyone can make y 
* big money . spare or full time as 







the Lucky Heart Representative. 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous, 
as well as highly profitable to sell 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Reth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 
Start earning now, + agony = 

need no experience. fmt 
barrier. Thousands of folks pena 
like you make big money in little 
time when they show and demon- 
strate exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Preparations to their friends, 
bors and relatives—people 
know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start wg og ig 
money from very first day. You 
owe it to yourself to investigate 
the fine future that awaits you as 
a Lucky Heart Representative 
today. Mail the coupon below 
today for full money-making facts 
and FREE Dispiay Case Offer! 



























YES! Show me how | can make Big Money with 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics. Rush full focts and 
FREE Display Case Offer. 








400 Mulberry Street, Dept .? 


Memphis 2, Tennessee 












ag ae ahd based on sound principles adds weight 
WANT IT. Enlorges and fiems, lifts ond develope pectoral fiseves when our 








YOU can train at home in 12 weeks for 
fine, steady earnings as a graduate 


FRACTICAL WORSE ! 


hare demand ae RACTIC CAL important. “Ae while ie learning. 
NURSES is always bigger than the course. Aver 
supply! Seize this this opportunity by age lesson onty $1. 48! . . Easiest 
earning the famous LINCOLN installments. Investigate now. 
T LINCOLN SCHOOL, 805 Larrabee St.,bopt. T-11, Los Angeles 46, Calif. cout. | 
{ Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “‘Careers in Nursing’”’. 
— | 
pai Address f 

















MAIL 
F COUPON or 

Card for facts 
about 25- lesson home- 
study course TODAY i 
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WHAT'S YOUR OPINION? 


HERE'S 
A CHANCE 
TO CASHIN ON IT! 


W ANT TO HAVE A HAND in put- 

ting together a national magazine? 
lhe editors of TAN invite you as a read- 
er to join us in producing the kind of 
magazine you like best. And, there’s 
money in it for you! 

In this and coming issues TAN will 
carry a Personal Opinion Poll form to 
be filled out by readers. After reading 
the stories and special features in this 
issue, turn to the form 

which will be listed each month on 
lable of Contents Page 4 under Special 
Features) and on it indicate which 
tories you liked best and why. Also, 
you may indicate which stories you 
liked least. If you want to give addi- 
tional opinion about the magazine or 
stories by attaching a letter, 


November 


specific 
you may do so. 

[he Personal Opinion Poll form, ap- 
pearing on this page, is easy to fill out, 


and for the most complete and helpful 
reply we receive, we will pay first prize 
money of $10 each month. The second 
best reply will receive a $5 prize, and 
there will be five third prizes of $2 each. 

Names and hometowns of the winners 
will be listed each month right on the 
Personal Opinion Poll form. 

Remember, the honesty, frankness and 
completeness of your opinion will be the 
key factors in your winning one of the 
cash prizes. The poll is open to every- 
one but employees of Johnson Publish- 
ing Company, and you may enter as 
many different contests as you like. 

Entries should be mailed to TAN 
Magazine, Personal Opinion Poll, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, 
[llinois. The deadline for entries will be 
the first of each month following the date 
the magazine goes on sale. For instance, 
the deadline for receiving entries in the 
Personal Opinion Poll for this issue of 
TAN is November 1. That’s all there is 
to it. Just fill out the form and you are 
on your way toward winning cash. 
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PERSONAL OPINION POLL 


CASH PRIZES FOR YOUR OPINION 


FIRST PRIZE $10 SECOND PRIZE $5 FIVE THIRD PRIZES, EACH §2 


When you have read all the stories and articles in this issue of TAN, please fill in the 
form below. In addition, you may use a letter to tell us your opinion if you need more 
space. Your opinion will help us greatly in giving you the stories you like best. 





Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers the questions; 


[] No [] Part of it 
[_] Poor 


1. Did you read Too Young To Marry? 
{_] All of it It was [|] Good [_] Fair 


2. Did you read | Led A Girls’ Gang? [_] No [_] Part of it 


[] All of it It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

3. Did you read The Troubles Of Nat King Cole? [] No [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [-] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

4. Did you read This Hate Inside? [] No [] Part of it 
[_] All of it It was [|] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

5. Did you read The Curse | Lived With? [|] No [_] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

6. Did you read What You Don't Know About Elvis Presley? [_] No 
[] Part of it [] Allofit It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

7. Did you read Wolves Didn’t Want Me? [_] No [_] Part of it 
(] All of it It was [.] Good [] Fair [_] Poor 

8. Did you read God Forbade Our Love? [] No [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [.] Good [] Fair [] Poor 

9. Did you read ‘Make Him Marry Me!’? [|] No [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 





Please tell us which story you liked best in this issue, which you liked second 
best, and which you liked third best, listing them in order below. 





Coe ee eee eee eee ee ESHER EEE HEHEHE HH HEHEHE HEEB OEE 





Your marital status? Check one [_]single []married [_]divorced [widowed 





SEPTEMBER POLL PRIZE WINNERS 


First Prize: MISS NAOMI IRVING, 513 GREENE AVE., BROOKLYN, N. Y. Second Prize: MRS. MYRTLE WRIGHT, 
170-03 108TH AVE., JAMAICA, N. Y. Third Prizes: MISS LUCINDA EDWARDS, ROUTE 1, CHAPEL HILL, N. C.; 
MISS EULA LEE CURRES, 657 ELBERON AVE., SAN PEDRO, CALIF.; MRS. MARY LEE DAVIS, GENERAL DELIVERY, 
TALLULAH, LA.; CHARLES P. YOUNG, FISH MEMORIAL SANITORIUM, NORTHFIELD, N. J.; MRS. WILLA J. ELLIS, 
2420 S. STATE ST., CHICAGO, ILL. 





MAIL TO: TAN MAGAZINE, PERSONAL OPINION POLL 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 





Holly 


(( 


He’s boo! 
Sullivan | 
by and 1 
Como an 
spectacul 
orchestra 
The Go! 
date with 
ran into 
and audit 
Harry 
termined 
on a big 
heard of’ 
The deal 
liked. 
Singer 
living qu 
to regain 
illness. Lh 
weighed 
Lionel } 
to his sta 
York’s T! 
Park. He 
the audi 
ing the z 
the park 
this agai 
to watch 
the duck 
Meanwl 
man “Lit 
habit wh 
har and | 
night he 
blowing 
music ‘I 
behind h 
Miles D 
tet for n 
—or giv 
unto hin 
who pro 
maestro’: 
Rock ” 
has sett! 
and for < 
anight ” 
Vi Bur 
famous 
past yea! 
of young 
Starlight 
best voc 
D.C. U 
the Arm 
Singer- 
seen 
She’s ju 
the role 
Louis Bl 
blues ce 
made he 
and has 
vision w 
plays, 











Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 12) 


He’s booked for ten appearances on the 
Sullivan Show, he duets with Bing Cros- 
by and visits on the Patti Page, Perry 
Como and Frank Sinatra series, plus a 
spectacular of his own with full symphony 
orchestra behind him. 
The Golden Gate Quartet has a TV 
date with the Red Skelton Show. The boys 
ran into Skelton in Stockholm, Sweden, 
and auditioned for him right on the street. 
Harry Belafonte is a most de- 
termined artist. Wouldn’t agree to appear 
oa big TV “Jubilee” until his own “un- 
heard of” deal was accepted, and it was. 
The deal: to fill 30 minutes any way he 
liked. 

Singer Maxine Sullivan has been 
living quietly in the country in an attempt 
to regain 15 pounds lost during a recent 
illness. In the best of health Maxine never 
weighed an ounce more than 95 pounds. 
Lionel Hampton staged a new finish 
tohis standard Flying Home while at New 
York’s Theatre Under the Stars in Central 
Park. He took a 30-minute romp through 
the audience, out of the theatre (adjoin- 
ing the zoo) through the bushes and into 
the park. He’ll think twice before trying 
this again: one of the sax players failed 
to watch where he was going and fell in 
the duck pond. 

Meanwhile, out in Columbus, tenor- 
man “Little Walkin’ Willie” picked up the 
habit while at a local nitery of walking the 
bar and parading through the club ’til one 
night he marched right out of the club 
blowing his horn and some disgusted 
music “lover” on the scene locked the door 
behind him. 

Miles Davis, who dumped his quin- 
tet for misbehaving. didn’t move to Paris 
—or give up music—after all. He’s taken 
unto himself a new group of musicians 
who probably conduct themselves to the 
maestro’s satisfaction. 

Rock ’n’ roll guitarist Ike Turner 
has settled his discipline problems once 
and for all, allows his men only two drinks 
anight ’til after hours. 

Vi Burnside, former leader of the 
famous Sweethearts of Rhythm, for the 
past year or so has been managing a group 
of youngsters known professionally as the 
Starlighters. Just as they won an award as 
best vocal group in the nation’s capital, 
D.C., Uncle Sam took over and they’re in 
the Army now. 

Singer-actress Eartha Kitt may soon 
seen in her second American movie. 
She’s just signed with Paramount to play 
the role of a Creole singer in the film St. 
louis Blues, based on the life of the great 
blues composer, W. C. Handy. Eartha 
made her film debut in New Faces Of ’52, 
and has since done U. S. and British tele- 
_ work in addition to two Broadway 
plays, 
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and see your hair 
lovely as fashion 
means it to be! 


Today, gorgeous new hair color #s 
fashion ...and today, you can look 
in your mirror and see the same 
glowing, lustrous color chosen by 
models like this famous beauty here! 
Yes, with Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring, you can give your hair 
exquisite new color, long-lasting, 
natural-looking color ...easy as 
1-2-3! 

Remember—Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring is the famous, dependable 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 
Get it at your favorite cosmetic 
counter—today—and see your hair 
lovely as fashion means it to be! 
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mirror today 








2. Apply Godefroy's 
Larieuse with handy 
applicator included in 
package. 


7. Shampoo hair thor- 
oughly. As it dries, mix 
Godefroy’'s Larieuse 


as directed. favorite style. 


3. After color has de- 
veloped, shampoo hair 
again and set in your 


Yoefwy MFG. CO. 3510 OLIVE ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 
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TRAVEL FOR “UNCLE SAM”! 
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS 





Veterans Get 
Preference 


Start High As $4,080.00 a Year 


Prepare NOW for Next Examinations 
Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers—Post Office Clerks 
rks and Carriers now get $3,660.00 the first year 
regular employment and automatically increase $125 
to $4,410.00. Open to Men—Women 18 and up. 
and Carriers can be promoted to other postal posi- 
aying as high as $8,943.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 
vay Postal Clerks get $3,880.00 the first year of 
r employment, being paid every two weeks, ($149.23 
ay day.) Their pay is automatically increased yearly 
00. Advance may be had to General Super- 
it at $10,300.00 a year. Men only, 18 and up. 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 
Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 
days off duty or in the same _ proportion. 
s off duty their pay continues just as though 


They travel on a pass when on busi- 
they are retired with a 


e working. 
When they grow old, 


Many Other Positions 
her positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
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I Led A Girls’ Gang 


(Continued from Page 17) 


out. I was hurting all over. But I didn’t do 
anything. I knew he was right. I was his. 
I felt I would always be his. I was Icky’s 
girl and I had just become a woman in 
more ways than one. 


FroR THE NEXT couple of weeks, I saw 

Icky every day. He would come to the 
steps in front of my house and whistle and 
I would go out and talk to him. We got to 
know each other real good. We told each 
other everything. That’s how he knew 
about my birthday. 

Some evenings, we would go for long 
walks, holding hands and talking. Icky 
knew all the fellows and lots of girls for 
blocks around, but we never crossed 8th 
Avenue in our walks. That was Tiny Tim 
territory, he explained to me. The Tiny 
Tims were another young men’s club, he 
said. We went to the movies and hugged 
and kissed in the balcony. Icky taught me 
how to kiss and breathe at the same time. 
I had never kissed anybody like that be- 
fore. 

I learned a lot of things from Icky in 
the second balcony. And I had just had a 
very exciting lesson one Saturday when I 
learned, as we started home, why Icky was 
president of the Jolly Rogers. 

We had just gotten from in front of the 
movie and were headed up the street when 
Icky suddenly dropped my hand and 
seemed to bristle. There were two fellows 
standing on each side of a kind of small 
little fellow I knew in school as Eddie. 
They were standing very close to him like 
they were almost mashing him between 
them, but all three of them had their backs 
to the wall of the building and were facing 
the sidewalk. 

Eddie looked like he was about to cry, 
but the other two fellows were looking very 
innocent—too innocent. 

Icky walked right up to them. I was a 
half step behind him because he had sud- 
denly turned and stepped too fast for me. 

“Leave him be,” Icky said to the two 
fellows. 

“Blow, Mack,” one of them said, “we’re 
not bothering him. You and your broad 
just trilly on home. Blow, see?” 

“You guys know this is neutral ground,” 
Icky said. He seemed to be getting angry. 
“Nobody gets muscled out of show fare 
around here. Leave him be!” 

One of the fellows spat at the ground 
contemptuously. 

Icky pushed his left hand against that 
one’s side and shoved the other one off 
balance. “Make it on in the show, Eddie,” 
he said. Then he stepped close to me, 
tugged at the neck of my sweater and 
dropped something cold inside. “See you 


in the Milk Bar when I get through here’ 
he said, “now you go ahead on... g 
ahead!” 

One of the fellows was just standin 
there wide-eyed. He hadn’t moved. He ha 
his hand against his side and he hadn} 
moved. I walked away slowly until Ick 
looked at me real hard and then I walkej 
faster. 

The other fellow had regained his bal. 
ance and was standing in the middle of 
the sidewalk. A few grownups had stoppei 
to see what was happening. Icky walked 
up to the guy and knocked him dow, 
then stood over him threateningly and wa 
talking to him. I couldn’t hear what wa 
being said. The light changed and | 
crossed the street. 

I felt inside my sweater. The cold thin; 
was a filed-down kitchen knife. The handk 
was whole but there was only an inch ¢ 
very sharp blade. I left it there and almos 
raced toward the Milk Bar. 

I was sitting on a stool watching th 
door and hadn’t even gotten my breath) 
good when Icky strolled in smoking ; 
cigarette and rubbing his right hand. 

“Chancellors,” he said matter-of-fact 
“They know better than that.” 

“But, Icky—,” I said. 

“You were great, baby. A real champ 
I knew I could count on you.” 

“But won’t the police get you for—yu 
know—the one that didn’t move. . . . And 
about this, this?” 

“Oh, nobody talks to cops, Barbs. No 
body talks to cops. Anyway, he ain’t hur 
bad. And I didn’t have no weapon, y’knov. 
Drop that little thing in my pocket here? 

He turned his side to me and when! 
had done as he said, he turned back to m 
as if nothing had ever happened and hi: 
face was lit up with a smile. 

“I’m giving you a birthday party in th 
club house tonight. Go home and get sharp. 
It’s your birthday and you’ve been actin: 
like you didn’t even know it. I'll pick yo 
up in an hour.” 

I really had forgotten it was my birth 
day. And, now, a party! I was thrilled 
speechless. 


T WAS the nicest party I have ev 

seen. And I learned so many thing 
that night my head ached for days. 

The club house was really snazzy. I 
was nothing but the basement of an oi 
tenement house, but the Rogers had reall 
fixed it up. Icky said they paid the janit 
$2 a week for it. The walls were decorate! 
with pictures of celebrities—the kind yo 
see in the movie lobbies. Every inch @ 
wall had a picture on it, from ceiling " 
floor. 

There were couches and chairs that yo 
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could tell somebody had thrown into an 
alley. But the boys had fixed them up 
again and covered them with Indian blan- 
kets. There were card tables, an old record 
player and hundreds and hundreds of rec- 
ords. 

There wasn’t much light and when Icky 
and I first walked in I couldn’t recognize 
anybody but I could hear everybody greet- 
ing Icky like he was a hero coming home 
from the war. 

Eddie ran up and gushed all over him, 
and then he hugged me real tight. pouring 
out his thanks for what he said Icky and 
[had done for him that afternoon. It was 
the first time I realized that I had played 
such a big part in the little episode. 

“Show her around. Eddie.” Icky told 
him. “I’ve got to get some stuff out so the 
good times can roll.” 

“Sure. Icky,” Eddie said. “You’re the 
champ. You sure clipped that cat today. 
Boy, did you clip that cat but good!” 

Icky raised up his hand and everybody 
quieted down some and he said “Tonight’s 
Barbs’ birthday. She’s my girl, in case 
there’s anybody here who didn’t know it, 
and it’s her birthday. We’re really going 
to turn one on. Okay?” 

A rousing cheer went up and everybody 
started singing “Happy Birthday” and 
Eddie was yanking at my arm and kids 
started coming out of the shadows and 
squeezing my hand and babbling about 
“We've got a new Queen Deb. Happy 
birthday, Barbs. We'll get this place dust- 
ed up now and then, now. Happy birth- 
day. Barbs. You’re gonna organize us girls 
just like the fellows are set up. aren’t you? 
Happy birthday.” 

It was wonderful. I had never 
important before in my life. 

Somebody started a record to playing 
and some of the kids started to dance. 
Then, as my eyes got accustomed to the 
dimness of the room, I realized that I 
knew almost every boy and girl in there. 
They were kids I had grown up with. had 
sen at school every day. but who had 
never quite been friendly with me. Later, 
I learned they had put me down as a 
square and while I was left out of every- 
thing, they had been having their fun here 
inthis basement club house all along. 

Eddie was jabbering away. He was right 
atmy elbow and he told me all about how 
great everybody thought Icky was and how 
fne he ran the club and how he could al- 
ways come up with things for the club and 
how he was showing everybody the ropes 
and was always willing to fight for them. 

To Eddie, Icky was the champ. To me, 
he was my knight in shining armor. And, as 
he evening wore on and people kept say- 
ing it to me, I realized that being Icky’s 
girl made me Queen Deb of the Jolly 
Rogers, 


felt so 


[had never felt so big, so important, so 
beautiful and queenly, so exhilarated and 
happy in my life. 

I danced with Icky and Eddie and Icky 


and Bebe and Icky and Johnny and Icky 
and they turned me and twisted me in 
ways I had never danced before. I danced 
until I was sweaty and exhausted and then 


Icky said “Let’s all make a toast to Barbs, 
my baby.” 
The cheer was the most deafening I 


have ever heard. 

I wish I had never heard it—now. 

Eddie went into the back room where 
he had explained to me he had his “office” 
and came out with a bottle of liquor. He 
stood in the middle of the floor and took 
off the stopper. “Barbs,” he said and he 
tilted the bottle back over his lips. Then 
he handed it to me. 

I had never tasted liquor before in my 
life. But tonight was my night. I filled my 
mouth and handed the bottle to Eddie. The 
liquor began to burn my jaws and I stood 
there with them all puffed out. I swal- 
lowed. 

Another thunderous cheer went up. The 
bottle went around. 

The next thing I knew, 
up on the roof. 

“Tt’s hot down there,” Icky was saying. 
“Tt’ll be much nicer up here.” 

There were two other couples off in cor- 
ners of the flat-roofed Harlem tenement. 
I could scarcely see them. Icky sat down 
and pulled me down beside him. My head 


Icky and I were 


fell on his shoulder and his arm went 
around my waist. 
“No. no, Icky—please!” I pleaded. 


“You like the party and all the gang, 
don’t you, Barbs, baby,” he coaxed me. 
“You like being Queen Deb, don’t 
Barbs, baby?” 

“Sure I do, 
Icky.” 
I felt 
closer to him. 

“Well And then, 


go back down and organize the Debs and 


you, 


Sure I do. 
My head was whirling. 
weak and 


Icky. 


I confessed. 


I love you, 
listless and I snuggled 
after a while we’ll 


and you won't have to 
Queen, 


initiate everybody 
be initiated 
see?” 


“Oh, 


because you’re my 


Icky, I’m afraid,” I said honestly. 
V THEN WE WALKED back through 

the basement door, little Eddie was 
the first to greet us. He acted like a cheer 
leader. When he saw us in arm, he 
turned to every kid in the room and seemed 
Another deafening roar 


arm 


to give a signal. 
of cheers. 

“Now, we'll get the Debs organized and 
initiated,” he shouted hysterically. And 
everybody rushed up to us and jostled us 
around until Icky called a halt and said, 
“Okay, Barbs, you take over. [ll tell you 
what to do.” 

He came over beside me then and began 
to whisper in my ear. I know 
would have betrayed my amazement if the 
lights had been bright but happily they 
weren't. I threw my chest back and did as 


my eyes 


I was told. 
“Only the ones can be officers,” 
somebody shouted. I didn’t know who the 


new 
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new ones were. Icky told me. They were 
the two other girls who had been on the 
roof. I declared each of them to be a 
Princess right on the spot. They knelt be- 
fore me and took the oath as I was in- 
structed to give it to them that they would 
stand by their guys just as I had stood by 
Icky that afternoon, that they would carry 
the “tools” and get them off the scene 
whenever there was a “rumble” and that 
they would perform their rooftop duties 
like good, full-fledged Jolly Rogers Debs. 

Then we took them and “flushed” them. 

It was the liquor and my exhilaration at 
being fawned over. It was the liquor and 
my infatuation with Icky. I see it all very 
clearly now, but then it was all right... 
everything was all right. 

“Flushing” was the second part of the 
initiation for all the officers and members 
of the Debs except me. I was the Queen 
so I was spared this ordeal. The Ladies- 
In-Waiting weren’t even allowed to see it. 
Only the officers and members—who had 
been up on the roof but who hadn’t been 
new. 

With great pomp and ceremony each 
was taken into the wash room and while 
two guys held her on each side her head 
was ducked into the commode and the 
water was flushed over her head. It wasn’t 
dangerous if she had the good judgment 
to hold her breath for a minute, but it was 
terrifying. To some it was humiliating. To 
all it was very funny—and wild—and crazy 
—and daring—and exhilarating because 
we had created a royal cult of our own. 

Nobody knew anything about it. Just us. 
No parent. No Tiny Tim. No Chancellor. 
No Lady-In-Waiting. Only the Debs of the 
Jolly Rogers knew. We had a secret. We 
were exalted. We were happy. 

I was the Queen. I was Icky’s girl. 

It doesn’t take long. Once you get start- 
ed, it doesn’t take long. A snowball crawls 
downhill by comparison. 

We started out real nice though. The 
Debs were only going to fix up the club 
house—give it a girl’s touch. we said. We 
managed to find ourselves there almost ev- 
ery afternoon. There were eight or ten of 
us. And new ones were being added and 
“flushed” right along. The Ladies-In-Wait- 
ing got tired of waiting, or got curious, or 
got convinced and our membership kept 
increasing. 

And each time, there had to be a party. 

And each time, the parties lasted later 
and later. 

And each time. the consumption of al- 
cohol increased. We never drank anything 
except vodka. “It doesn’t smell on your 
breath,” we all giggled. 

But Mother (that is, my Aunt) and Fa- 
ther finally began to question my where- 
abouts when I stayed out as late as 10 
o’clock and refused to stop and talk with 
them when I came in. There was the in- 
evitable scene. The night it occurred I was 
right. 

We could see them sitting on the steps 
trying to keep cool in the hot weather of 


my second summer as Queen Deb whe 
Icky and I turned the corner down tl 
street. We ducked up against a wall anj 
kissed good night and I walked hom 
alone. 

“Tf I can get home from working boi 
of my jobs before this hour of the nigh; 
you certainly ought to be able to do s° 
Father said as I started past. 

“What are wrong,” I flipped at hin 
parroting Icky. 

“Just listen to that talk,” Mother said 
“We'd better go inside and settle thi 
thing once and for all.” 

It was horrible. They asked me question; 
and questions and questions and I was jus 
right enough to answer all of them. I tolj 
them things that shocked them just « 
much as their telling me I was not Moth 
er’s child had shocked me. I was mean, | 
was vicious. 

“My God. child, don’t you realize wha 
a mess you’re making of your life,” Mother 
cried. 

“What difference does it make,” I count 
ered. “I’m already messed up, why shoul. 
n’t I mess up?” 

Father started at me like he wanted ty 
knock me down, and I turned on him with 
vile tongue. 

“Tt’s your fault, y’know. You said there 
was something rotten about my real moth- 
er . . . well, why shouldn’t I be just like 
her?” 

He turned, his face flushed with rage. 
and left the room. Mother was crying. | 
swaggered out of the room and _ flopped 
into bed. My head was spinning. I wa 
still right. It had been a goed party at the 
clubhouse and I had finally hurt my par 
ents as much as they had hurt me. I fel 
pretty proud of myself. Sleep cleared my 
mind. 


HE NEXT NIGHT my whole world 

came tumbling down. on my head. 4 
new girl joined the Debs. It was little E¢. 
die’s girl and everybody was very happy 
for him, so we had “turned it on” heavily. 
Icky brought me right to my door and we 
kissed and mugged for five minutes in the 
vestibule before I went in. 

But when I walked in the door, there 
were two strange men sitting silently with 
Mother and Father. 

Father! The poor dumb cluck. 

He had gone down and sworn out a de 
linquency warrant on me. The men ex 
plained it. I hadn’t been a good girl and 
Father had asked somebody else to step it 
and see that I tried being a good girl. 

Mother and Father sat there nodding 
smugly. 

Then one of the men said, “Come o?, 
let’s go. We're taking you out to Girl 
Camp on Welfare Island for a little resi. 
It’ll do you good.” 

Mother screamed. “No, we didn’t meat 
for you to take her. We just wanted to 
scare her into behaving.” 

“But, Lady, it’s out of your hands now. 
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We've got our duty to do, and this warrant 
says bring her in and turn her over to a 
Girls’ Camp officer. Sorry!” 

Father was dumbfounded. Mother cried 
and screamed, but they took me just the 
same. 

The lady judge said I would just have 
to go out there until one of the dormitory 
supervisors gave a “behavior report” on 
me. Then maybe I could come home again. 

But things kept getting messier. Of all 
the dormitories, I had to get assigned to 
Miss Wagner’s. And Miss Wagner is no 
lady. 

On my second day at the camp, she got 
a report on what I had been doing. That 
night she said she wanted to talk to me in 
her room. When I got there she had some 
vodka and cigarettes and fresh sandwiches. 
She said it was for my birthday .. . a kind 
of party. 

I thought she was a real nice lady at 
first. It was good to get a cigarette and 
some decent food. She talked about how 
bad girls could be good girls again if they 
just tried. I was trying. I took the cigarette 
and passed up the vodka. I ate and [ lis- 
tened to her. Then she made her pitch. 

“You’re such a pretty, shapely and real- 
ly nice girl, Barbara, you won’t have to 
sleep in the dormitory tonight if you don’t 
want to. You can stay here with me. I'll 
take care of you. y’know, and I'll see that 
you get a good special behavior report and 
you'll be back home in jig time.” 

Well. nobody had to draw me a dia- 
gram for that one. 

I reneged. 

When my week was up at Welfare Is- 
land, Miss Wagner turned in the kind of 
report on me that made the lady judge’s 
eyes buck. She said I was “arrogant. in- 
tractable, incorrigible and man-crazy.” 

I looked around in court for Icky or 
Eddie or anybody who could have told 
them that I’m not any of these things. They 
weren't there. Only Mother crying and Fa- 
ther looking very hurt. 

The lady judge said she was sure I’d be 
all right by the time I’m 21. 

That was over a year ago. 

I haven’t heard a word from Icky al- 
though at first I wrote him every day. I 
haven’t heard a word from a single one of 
the Debs. Even Eddie hasn’t written to me. 

Nights, after the lights have gone out. I 
lie awake visualizing what is going on in 
the clubhouse. Parties every night, and 
new Debs being made on the roof—and 
getting “flushed”—and the records play- 
ing and the dancing and Icky asking ev- 
etybody “What are wrong?” 

But nobody writes to me. 

I've still got a kind of a scar on my 
shoulder where Icky bit me. I think about 
Icky a lot of the time. But Mother and Fa- 
ther have moved to Jamaica, and the scar 
is gradually going away. 

I probably won’t even see the Debs or 
the Rogers again. I hope not. Things 
change. All things change. Even bad girls 
change. THE END 








so soft, shining... 
so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria. . . 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


















TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 


LONG-AID WHITE 
PRESSING COM- 
POUND — rich in 
lanolin and olive 
oil! Protects hair | j 
from dryness, burn- | | 
ing. Preserves press ‘ 
longer! Contains no 
stiff oils 

ONLY 60c plus tax. 
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LONG-AID BLEACH 
AND GLOW—wakes 
up dark, dull com- 
plexion! Conceals 
ugly blotches, blem- 
ishes while it 
bleaches. Guaran- 
tees lovelier, light- 
er skin 

ONLY 75c plus tax 
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LONG-AID HOT OIL 
TREATMENT—feeds 


Helps restore life, 
natural beauty. Use 
hot or cold. 

ONLY 60c plus tax. 





LONG-AID SUL- 
PHUR—for abused. 
burned, itching 
scalp! Relieves scalp 
eczema, dandruff 
Gives hair new 
strength, elasticity 
Makes scalp feel 
healthy, alive! 
ONLY $1.00 
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LONG-AID FLOW- 
ING HOT OlL—en- 
riched with Vitamin 
A and lanolin for 
glossier, healthier 
hair . . condi- 
tioned from roots 
up. Protects against 
dryness. ONLY 
$1.00 plus tax. 








LONG-AID DAN- 
DRUFF REMOVER 
SHAMPOO—washes 
away dandruff! 
Lanolin-rich — 
leaves dry, oily- 
limp hair easy-to- 
manage, with new 
life and lustre. 
ONLY 50c. 


Se ee ee SS SS BEMAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW eeceieineeaiaiiien 


Long-Aid Co., Dept. T-3A,P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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- Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below, cash, check or money order enclosed. 
B 1 Long-Aid with K-7, Regular size $1.10 () Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00 no tax. 

B including tax. (.] Large Economy size [) Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 66c in- 
' $3.30 including tax. cluding tax, ; : 
: [J Long-Aid White Pressing Compound O —— Hot Oil $1.10 in- 
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This Hate Inside 


(Continued from Page 25) 


gh of relief. I had been so afraid that 
Robby would get home before she left. 
Robby Jr., was asleep in my arms. I got 
from the bed and took him into his 
He didn’t wake all through the 
process of being put to bed. 

[ couldn’t imagine what was keeping my 
husband. As anxious as I had been for his 
homecoming to be delayed a little while 

I was becoming just that anxious to 
iear his key in the door, to feel safe and 
ed again in his arms. Maybe this was 
going to be one of the nights he put in 
ertime at the post office. I got ready for 
bed but I wasn’t sleepy. I just lay across 
the foot of our bed, switching on one of 
the soft lamps. I lay there and thought 
about Mother—as Robby liked me to call 
her; Mrs. Broderick—as I called her. I 
thought about the way she had been a dis- 
influence in our marriage ever 
ince it began... . 

When Robby first told me he wanted to 
take me home to meet his mother, I was 
really happy over the prospect. My room- 

Connie, who shared living quarters 
me at the YWCA, raved about it when 
she found out. 

“You’ve got him, Yvette,” she told me. 

You’ve got him. When a boy like your 
Robby, the way you’ve described him, de- 
cides to take you home to mother, it means 
he’s getting ready to fire the all-important 
question. Your worries are over.” 

| wanted to believe Connie. I had been 

orried for almost the whole month since 


room 


turbing 


mate 


witn 


I'd met and been dating Robby. I was 
worried because, from the time he first 
grinned his crooked, charming grin at me 


he subway, I’d been plunging deeper 
ind deeper into desperate love with him. 
I was worried because the casual way we'd 
ight have given him the wrong idea 
ibout what type of girl I was. I’d been 
rried to because the pressure of our 
constant weekend dating and our increas- 
ing communication by telephone and letter 
throughout the week was building up in 
kind of feelings that make you 
nt to explode. I knew that Robby felt 
the same way and he never persisted in 
his desire to take our relationship past the 
border-line of the kisses which were be- 
g too much more than casual. 
That Friday evening when I met Robby 
subway, I was coming home from 
my job as a checker in a downtown tailor 
shop. I had been in New York for almost 
but I was still fascinated by the 


con 


a yea! 


city and filled up with a sense of gratitude 
for having escaped from home and Tessie. 
Tessie is my mother, although I hardly 
ever think of her in those terms. We— 
Tessie and I—had lived in a Southern New 


city and, living with her, I found 
out life the hard way. 
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From an age when I began to observe 
and think about what I saw, I had to get 
accustomed to the fact that my mother 
wasn’t like the mothers of other girls I 
knew. There were three differences. My 
mother didn’t have a husband. She drank 
constantly and she was on most familiar 
terms with a procession of other women’s 
husbands and single men, young and mid- 
dle-aged, who visited our small apartment 
night after night. 

I guess my mother got into the business 
of being a promiscuous woman as a means 
of making a living and raising me. Never 
having found out what happened between 
her and my father, or even whether she 
was ever really married, I couldn’t con- 
demn her too much for that—at least, not 
while I was a youngster. But when I be- 
came sixteen, I was pretty much fed up 
with the constant partying going on in our 
place, the insinuations and outright cracks 
about my mother which were made by the 
youngsters I wanted to associate with, but 
who all gradually drifted away from me or 
cut me out of their activities. 

I didn’t dare to try to discuss my brood- 
ing problem with Tessie. When she was 
intoxicated—which was most of the time— 
she just floated on a cloud of unreality. 
When she was sober, she played the role 
of a grand lady. She was always very sweet 
and loving to me, but as I grew into my 
early teens and began to feel the weight 
of the social ostracism and community dis- 
approval which Tessie had earned for both 
of us, I began to feel a revulsion and a 
resentment. 

It came to boiling point the night that 
one of Tessie’s men wandered out of her 
bedroom into mine and tried to get to 
know me better. It was dead of night. 
Tessie had passed out and I awoke to see 
this lecherous, middle-aged Lothario stand- 
ing over my bed with an animal look on 
his face. I screamed like a typical female, 
but I went into action like a little tigress. 
The nearest thing to my hand was a table 
lamp next to my bed. I picked that up and 
threw it at him, following that up with all 
the books and loose objects I could find. 
The would-be lover came to his senses and 
fled out of our apartment. 

Shaking with mingled fright and out- 
rage, I barred the doors behind him and 
stormed into Tessie’s bed room. She was 
sleeping the sleep of an angel but the 
stink of alcohol was in the room. I broke 
down and cried right there on her bed. 
But she never heard me. 

The next morning, when Tessie finally 
got released from the clutches of her liq- 
uor, I took matters in my own hands. I 
forced her, much against her will, to sit 
down for a talk. I poured forth the bitter 
burden which had been accumulating with- 





in me for several years and I climaxed jt 
with a recital of what had happened the 
night before. I begged Tessie to move 
from that neighborhood, to let me get a 
job so we could start a new life. She cried 
and pleaded that she couldn’t stand to go 
to a new place. We compromised. I would 
be allowed to quit school and work. Tessie 
wouldn’t have any more men in that apart. 
ment. 

Things went along well that way for a 
few months. Tessie even slowed down her 
drinking and for a whole week, she went 
out to work in the home of a well-to-do 
lady in the suburbs. But, one Friday night, 
as I came home from the movies with a 
boy friend, I walked into the apartment to 
see the same man who I had chased from 
the apartment. He and Tessie were about 
as drunk and disorderly as you’d want to 
see two people. 

I didn’t say a word. I just asked my 
date to wait for me downstairs. I went 
into my room, packed up a few things and 
walked out. Tessie was singing Christmas 
carols (it was May) with her boy friend. 
She didn’t even realize I was leaving. The 
boy who was waiting downstairs, drove me 
to a hotel but they wouldn’t register me 
there because I was too young. He invited 
me to come to stay at his home overnight, 
hastily assuring me that he had a spare 
room and a mother. I took advantage of 
his generous offer, and the next day I left 
for New York. 


(THE EVENING I met Robby, I was a 

member of the subway strap swaying 
legion and Robby got up to give me his 
seat. I thanked him with a smile and ad- 
mired the slow, attractive grin which he 
returned. He wasn’t an_ extraordinary: 
looking boy. Just clean-cut though, with 
awfully nice eyes and close-cropped hair. 
He looked like an eager college boy. 

We both left the subway at 125th Street, 
both waited for the local, Robby managing 
to keep close to me in the rush of people 
from the train. 

“You haven’t been in New York long, 
have you?” he asked me as we stood to- 
gether on the station. 

Vaguely. I resented the question. I was 
wondering if the hayseed was showing that 
obviously. 

“Of course I have,” I told him. “I was 
born and raised here.” 

“No harm intended,” he assured me 
hastily. “You just don’t have that bored, 
New York look. You have a nice look, like 
someone who... .” 

He never finished the sentence which he 
had begun shyly. I was irresistibly drawn 
to him because of that shyness. I thought 
dryly that shyness wasn’t too often a qual 
ity you found in New York fellows, at least 
the ones I had met during the few months 
I'd been in the city. It was an impulse that 
made me suddenly confess the truth. 

“You were right,” I told him. “I’ve only 
been in the city about six months. Came 
from the next state, though. New Jersey.” 
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The local was coming in. Robby asked 
me how far I went. I told him 135th 
Street, that I lived at the YWCA uptown. 

“Gee, what a coincidence.” he said. “I’m 
sing to the YMCA, right around the 
corner. Got to meet a fella there.” 

It was easy for us to talk together. We 
sot a lot of words in on the subway and 
walking the few blocks in the direction of 
the YWCA. 

“Aren't you going out of your way?” I 
asked him. I didn’t want to part company 
with him so soon, and hoped he'd ask if 
he could call me some time. 

“Oh, no.” Robby said casually. “I fig- 
ure I might as well walk you to the Y. I'm 
enjoying your company.” 

“Me too.” I gave back enthusiastically. 
Then I wanted to bite my tongue. 

In front of the Y we kept inventing new 
excuses to prolong the conversation. Just 
when it seemed things were getting awk- 
ward and we should really tell each other 
ood night, one of us would think up a new 
subject to start on. Finally. we both ran 
out of words. A whole hour had gone by. 
We looked at each other and Robby 
ginned. The grin spread and Robby 
laughed out loud. I joined him. We were 
tickled clean through by the situation and 
it was laughter that eased it. 

“Look, Yvette.” Robby said, after we 
had recoveted. “You told me one little 
white one about being from New York. I 
told you one too. So we're even. I told 
you I was going to the YMCA. Actually, 
[should have got off the subway at 125th 
Street. Actually, I was going to the show, 
but I didn’t want to lose you. So. I tagged 
along. Now, how about being sensible 
about this thing. How about your having 
diner with me and taking in the show? 
That is.” he added quickly, “if you don’t 
have another date.” 

I prayed the relief I felt didn’t show on 
my face. It was relief because I was feel- 
ing more and more drawn to this nice boy 
and hated the thought of leaving him. It 
was relief because after all, it was Friday 
night, and that’s the night a girl should 
have a date. I’d had my share of dates 
since coming to the city. They’d all ended 
up the same way, with my having to ex- 
plain to my escort that I hadn’t become 
that kind of girl and that I didn’t think 
being taken out by a fellow entitled him 
to conclude he could manhandle her any 
way he wanted. Somehow, I felt Robby 
was different. 

I accepted his invitation and we made 
arrangements for me to go up to my room, 
shower and change clothes and to meet 
him in an hour at the hot dog stand on the 
corner of Lenox. It made me feel kind of 
precious, when I did come back out of the 
Y, to see him strolling up and down in 
front of the building and to see the glad 
look that came across his face when he 
‘aw me, 

He whistled too. 

“You went upstairs and got even pret- 
lier,” he said. It was the first time in my 











Today—all over America women are discovering 


No Douche Protects Like Zonitors 


Gynecologist reports on new, 
of Feminine Hygiene—provides continuous protection. 


easy, more positive method 





At last, science has developed 
a method of feminine hygiene 
a woman can use with confi- 
dence because it gives the 
germicidal protection of an 
antiseptic douche— but does 
it immediately and for a pro- 
longed period—as no douche 
can. So quick and easy, this 
new method depends on re- 
markable vaginal supposito- 
ries, called Zonitors. 

Once inserted, Zonitors dis- 

solve gradually, coating tis- 
sues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours — and 
are ready to work instantly. 
Zonitors guard against — de- 
stroy odors completely, too— 
helping to maintain a high 
degree of comfort, conven- 
ience, safety and personal 
daintiness not possible with 
j douches. 
i Zonitors’ amazing effective- 
‘ ness is due to one of the most 
; potent antiseptic principles 
ever developed—the discovery 
of a prominent surgeon and 
chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery—Hospital Proved! 


Zonitors were thoroughly 
tested in a large Eastern hos- 
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Magic “Push-Up” fa | 
bust high for youthful Weaut; 
it gently inward for a glam . 
cleavage—give you the beautiful bust 
that’s a fashion “must”. 


E190—PROUD PROFILE—For the nigh, 
pointed bustline that looks so naturally 
young and beautiful . . . and the glamor- 
ous cleavage you never could find in 
ordinary bras. The secret’s in the spe- 
cial “‘push-up’’ angle pad that’s built 
into the bust section from the side, 
pushing the bust up from below and in 
from the sides to give soft fullness and 











cleavage, too. Exquisitely made, with 
lower bust sections of slipper satin, 
lightly wired, upper sections of stitched 
nylon sheer. Nyion elastic side panels 
and back. Straps are designed to wear 
wide-shoulder or halter 

style. White or black. Sizes g& 
32-36 A Cup. Sizes 32-36 

B Cup. Sizes 32-36 C Cups. 

E191—CURVACEOUS — this delicious 
curve controller with the same magic 
“push-up’’ angle pad bust design as 
#190. The front-zip lifts your bust, and 
pushes it gently inward for really sensa- 
tional cleavage. Slims your midriff, flat- 
tens your tummy, smooths your hips. 
Nylon satin and embroidered nylon sheer 
front paneis and bust sections. The low- 


cut party back and sides are nylon satin | pip Penge By Bar pom 1 mene 
handling. Skylark pays postage. 


and dacron leno power-elastic. Bust %ec- 
tions are underwired, torso lightly 
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cologist pronounced them un- 
usually effective, yet safe and 
non-irritating. They are now 
available without prescrip- 
tion in local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and 
stainless — cost little for 12 
dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually 
packed to carry conveniently 
in a purse. 





Dunbar Laboratories, 
Mountain View, N.J., Dept. (T11) 


Please send me trial supply of 
Zonitors and new booklet giving 
complete intimate facts (mailed in 
plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to 
cover handling. 





Name 





Address 





City. State 


Offer good only in the U.S. 
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Size Color...... | 


Pay postman amount plus C.0.0. and | 


handling fees. 








boned. Wear it strapless, halter or wide- | 0 C.0.D.: 
shoulder style; with or without garters. 

(Non-slip elastic bottom holds it in | Name 
place). White only. Sizes 

32-38 A Cup. Sizes 32-38 | Address 


B Cup. Sizes 32-38 C Cups. 
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Sweet Georgia Brown 
Products Sell FASTER 


Have Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come your 
way. Here’s your chance NOW to Get Rid of Money 
Worries and Make Big Money Quick bem, Rasen 
Orders for VALMOR and Sweet Georgia wn 
Face Creams, Beauty Lotions, Long Hair Appearance 
air Dressing, Crowning Glory Hair Dressing with 
lin, Love Me Always Perfume, Incense and Food 
avors. Just think of the Money any spend on 
ese Fine Goods. You'll Make Money FAST taking 
rs for this FAST SELLING LINE. 


FULL OR SPARE TIME! 


Joinup NOW with these Great Nationally Advertised 
Sweet Gorgia Brown Products that people need 
and want, and use every day of their lives. 


Hurry! 
Don’t Let This Chance 
Get Away from You! 
Remember, no experience 

eeded. We show How to 
Make, perhaps, MORE 
MONEY than you ever 
made before. Earnings 
possible of $150 to $500 
Full Time or Spare Time. 
FREE Beautiful Premi- 
s and Gifts given to 

you in addition to BIG 
MONEY you make. Don’t 
delay. Send today for big 
FREE Money Making 
Sample Case Offer. Just 
fill in Coupon and Mail. 
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VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., Dept. H230 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, If. 
Please rush FREE Sample Case Offer with complete 
Money Making details and how to get Free Valuable 


Premiums, 


NAME .. 








PULL THE PLUG 
ON STOMACH UPSET 


without interrupting sleep or work! 





Amazing laxative works gently but thoroughly 
overnight to sweeten up your whole “insides”! 











When constipation sours your stomach, 
u feel logy, headachy, half-alive. Taken 
at bedtime, Black-Draught* relieves con- 
tipation first thing in morning. “Timed” 
to act overnight—without harsh griping, 
without sudden urgency! Helps sweeten 
sour stomach at the same time. Then life 
looks sunny again! Made from Nature’s 
pure vegetable herbs, thorough but gen- 
tle. Get Black-Draught today. 

*In Powder or Granulated form...and 

now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too. 
| CHILDREN: | When constipation sours your child’s 
digestion and disposition, get Syrup of 


Black-Draught. They love its honey-sweet taste! 


































life that a boy had paid me a compliment 
which didn’t sound smooth and slick. It 
sounded like he meant it. 

That’s how it began with Robby. After 
that night, New York became a magic 
place for me. It was magic because I was 
in love. It was magic because Robby loved 
me back. 

His employment in the post office then 
was a temporary job during rush period. 
Robby had wanted so to go to college but 
his mother was sickly and he was her only 
support. He had a brother, Jerry, who had 
left home when he was sixteen and hadn’t 
been heard from for years. Jerry was older 
than Robby and Robby adored him. 

“He used to tell me, when I was a kid, 
that he was going to send me to college 
and set me up in business.” Robby remem- 
bered. “He used to say, ‘You be the smart 
one. I'll be the rich one so you can afford 
to be smart.’ I hope he didn’t mean it the 
way it sounded. I hope. wherever he is, he 
isn’t doing something wrong.” 

They had been the two passions in Rob- 
by’s life—his mother and Jerry. And now, 
I had come along. Robby talked constantly 
about his mother. At first, I was touched 
by this, admiring the way he felt about her, 
tender and protective. Then, somehow, it 
seemed to irritate me, to get under my 
skin. 

“You know, sometimes to me, you sound 
like a mamma’s boy.” I told him once 
teasingly. 

I wasn’t prepared for the furious flush 
of embarrassment on his face nor for the 
fact that I had obviously said something 
hurtful. I wanted to apologize but it would 
have only made matters worse, I figured. 
After that, Robby didn’t talk about his 
mother as frequently and there were times 
when he would begin statements about her 
and not finish. 


THAT WAS the only unpleasant thing 
that ever happened in those beautiful 
months when Robby and I were going to- 
gether. He was everything I could have 
wanted in a boy friend; in fact, everything 
I could have dreamed of as a man. I had 
to have someone to talk to about him. I 
wouldn’t have thought of mentioning him 
to Tessie, my mother. I had been writing 
her regularly, sending her money and as- 
suring her I was all right. I told her 
where I was working but I didn’t tell her 
where I was living. I just didn’t want to 
see her again for a very long time. And 
certainly, she wouldn’t have understood 
the things I wanted to say about Robby 
and the way I felt about him. I figured she 
probably would have thought about it in 
the terms of the kind of life she lived. 
Luckily, however, I did have someone to 
confide in. Connie Dexter was a sweet, 
understanding girl with whom I had 
formed a close friendship. Connie and I 
met at the Baptist Church I had joined 
almost as soon as I got located in New 
York. Connie was a member of the choir 
and had caused me to become interested 





League of the 
church. She was living with an aunt. They 
didn’t get along too well so Connie and] 
decided to share one of the Y’s double 
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rooms, 

When I told Connie that Robby wanted 
me to come to his home for dinner and ty 
meet his mother. she was overjoyed. She 
knew all my intimate secrets and she real. 
ized that I had been entertaining graye 
doubts as to whether things were going to 
work out between me and Robby. My main 
worry was that I didn’t see how he could 
possibly think of marriage with only 4 
temporary job and a mother who needed 
his help. Somehow, while I wanted so very 
much to be accepted by Robby’s mother, 
I dreaded the meeting. 

Connie brushed aside my fears. 

“Get those doubts out of your mind, 
honey.” she advised. “Just go there and 
be your own, natural self. She won’t be 
able to resist you. As for the marriage 
business, don’t borrow trouble. It will 
work out. That guy of yours has too much 
sense to let you get away from him. Be. 
sides, honey, you’re awfully young, both 
of you. Just good into your late teens, and 
here you are, fretting like a nervous old 
woman.” 

I put on a brave smile. Connie had a 
way of making you feel good about things, 

I felt even better the next evening when 
Mrs. Broderick received me the way she 
did. Robby had called for me, looking as 
nervous as I felt. I could tell he was most 
anxious for the meeting to go over. The 
minute I walked through the door of the 
neat apartment where the Brodericks lived, 
the small, elderly woman with as sweet a 
face as I have seen, took me in her arms. 

“Yvette.” she cried. “You certainly must 
be an angel from the way Baby raves about 
you.” 

I was slightly shocked to hear my Rob- 
by called Baby. But I paid it little mind 
at the time for his mother really made me 
feel at home, like I was wanted. 

She chatted away merrily, most of her 
talk being adoring conversation about 
Baby: how good he was to her; what a 
fine boy he was (nothing like his brother. 
God bless him, wherever he was). All the 
time. I could feel her sizing me up, trying 
to look through me and find out what kind 
of girl IT was. This didn’t discomfort me 
because I knew how mothers were about 
their sons. No girl is ever good enough. 
The main thing was that Mrs. Broderick 
seemed to genuinely like me. 


LIKED HER. too, that night. I was ir 

ritated. to a small degree, because she 
talked so much and stayed on the same 
subject—“Baby.” But, after all, she loved 
Roddy and since I did too, I tried to make 
allowances for that. The dinner was splet- 
did and. after it was over, Mrs. Broderick 
insisted that Baby accompany her, singilg 
hymns in the living room, while sh 
plunked away on an ancient piano. I we 
startled to learn that Robby could sing 
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After all these months, I’d never known 

His singing was fine but Mrs. Brod- 
erick’s enthusiasm for piano exceeded her 
ability. I was very much relieved when 
they called it quits. 

There wasn’t a false note (outside of on 
the piano) until it came time for Robby to 
take me home. Mrs. Broderick was right 
in the middle of exclamations about how 
much she liked me and how I was to con- 
sider myself always welcome in their home. 
Suddenly, she clutched her side, grimaced 
and uttered a series of small cries. 

Robby rushed to her. 

“The pains again, Mom? 
jously. 

She nodded in agony. 

Robby had told me about these attacks 
which seized his mother. She refused to go 
to the doctor for them even though she 
had been experiencing them more and 
more often recently. I helped him lay her 
down gently on the living room sofa. Rob- 
by went into the bathroom to get her some 
medicine which she took at times like this. 
Istood over Mrs. Broderick. Her eyes were 
closed and she was breathing heavily. I 
turned and walked a few steps. Something 
intuitive was bothering me. Something was 
tugging at my instincts. I turned sudden- 
ly to look at the prostrate woman and 
found, with shock. that she was staring at 
me, her eyes gleaming almost as if she 
were possessed. In that instant, with one 
of those flashes of knowledge which strikes 
lightning-like, I suspected that Mrs. Brod- 
erick’s attacks were just like her piano- 
playing—utterly sham. She closed her eyes 
quickly and moaned. 

“Robby, Robby.” 

He came back in with a glass of water 
and the medicine and gave it to her. A few 
minutes later, she sat up. 

“I'm much better, children.” she said in 
a pitiful voice. “I’m weak but much better. 
You two just run along. I don’t think I'll 
be ill again before you get back, Robby.” 

I thought I got the pitch in that careful- 
ly-worded statement. Quickly, I suggested. 

“Tell you what. Robby. Suppose you 
stay here with your mother. You don’t 
have to take me home. I'll get a cab at the 
corner.” 

Poor Robby looked at me. then at his 
mother. He was torn between two respon- 
sibilities. I half expected Mrs. Broderick 
to tell him she would be all right and to 
take me home. But she didn’t. She just 
waited. 

“Okay,” Robby said. “Okay. But I hate 
this having to let you leave alone. It’s late 
and everything. Suppose I walk you to the 
corner and put you in a cab.” 

We did it that way. Just before we left 
the house, after she had kissed me good- 
bye, I heard Mrs. Broderick calling out 
into the hall. 

“Hurry back, Baby. Hurry back.” 

Robby kissed me goodnight as he put 
me into the taxi. I clung to him, shiver- 
ing. He thought I was cold. I was shiver- 
ing because I knew that Mrs. Broderick 


” he asked anx- 


was my enemy, because I knew that she 
would go to any length to break up our 
romance. 

Connie and I talked late into the night. 
She amazed me. She wasn’t her usual sym- 
pathetic self. She was, in fact, almost 
sharp with me. As far as she was con- 
cerned, I was seeing shadows of things that 
didn’t exist. I was letting my imagination 
run away with me. I wanted to push things 
too hard. I needed to be patient and un- 
derstanding and not to jump at conclu- 
sions. 

What Connie said only made me more 
stubborn. My mind was made up. It was 
marry Robby now or lose him. He was 
doomed to spend his life forever being 
“Baby” to his mother with her phony at- 
tacks, if I didn’t act immediately. 


ig WASN’T HARD to get that project un- 

‘ derway. It wasn’t hard to get Robby to 
conceive the idea (as he thought) that we 
should get married. It simply took an old 
female trick. Melodramatically, I told him, 
several nights later, that I thought we 
ought to stop seeing each other for a while, 
that things were getting too serious and 
there didn’t seem to be any future in our 
going together. Maybe, someday, after the 
situation had changed or after we had ex- 
perienced missing each other. we could 
work it out. 

Robby fell for this bait, hook, line and 
sinker. He couldn’t give me up. There was 
a way out. We could get married right 
now and live in the Broderick apartment. 
That way, his mother would still have 
someone to depend on. I wondered what 
chance the marriage would have with our 
living with the doting Mrs. Broderick, but 
I was desperate enough to try anything so 
I agreed. Then a small miracle happened. 
The day after we reached our agreement, 
Robby called me on the job. He was ex- 
cited and thrilled. He hadn’t been to work 
that day. Early that morning his brother, 
Jerry, had turned up—just like that. Jerry 
had become connected with a liquor com- 
pany with a midwestern headquarters, as 
a salesman. He had been working at the 
job for four years and had made good. He 
had saved some money and had appealed 
to his boss to transfer him to New York. 
Jerry had come home to try to make up for 
what he hadn’t done for his brother and his 


mother. He wasn’t rich. by any means, but 
he was stable and ready shoulder re- 
sponsibilities. 

“Wonderful, wonderful,” I told Robby. 


“Now, we can get our own place. our very 
own.” 

Robby sounded disappointed then. 

“You mean we won’t still live with 
Mom?” he asked. 

I started to retort quickly, then thought 
it over. I stalled on the issue, telling Rob- 
by we'd better talk it over that night. I 
went to the Brodericks for dinner and to 
meet Jerry that night. He was a wise, 
warm fellow who took an immediate liking 
to me. He also gave me my cue. 
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Robby and Mrs. Broderick were in the 
<itehen after dinner when Jerry said to me 
hurriedly: “Take my advice, Yvette. If you 

int my little brother and you want to be 
happy with him, get married and get mar- 
ried fast and live in a place of your own. 
ll help you all I can and you don’t have 

» worry about Mom. I'll take care of her. 
[ think it’s my turn.” 

That night, when Robby took me home, 
[ put my foot down. I did it diplomatically 
but I did it firmly. Robby finally saw my 

int 

When he told his mother the news, she 
had another attack. 

She had still another ten minutes before 

simple wedding ceremony went off. 

She had an attack in the middle of the 
1ight—our wedding night—and she called 
the hotel where we were spending our brief 
oneymoon, right in the city because we 
ouldn’t afford to go away. Of course, 
tobby had to leave me to go see that his 
other was all right. 

The attacks continued. They came in 
the middle of the night. They came just 


in time for my mother-in-law to phone 

Robby just when he had come home from 
rk and we were settled down for a quiet 

evening in the small furnished apartment 
occupied. 


Mrs. Broderick wouldn’t go to the 
loctor. After a few months of this har- 
rowing kind of experience, I knew I had to 
do something. I began to insist that Robby 
make his mother see a doctor. I couldn’t 
tell him—I didn’t dare tell him—I thought 
his mother was fooling him or suffering 
from some kind of psychiatric ailment. But 
[ did point out the foolishness of all these 
illnesses and no medical care. Mrs. Brod- 
erick’s argument was that she was afraid 
of doctors, that if she were sent to a hos- 
pital, she would die of fear. She wouldn’t 

But she was well enough to come to see 
She was well enough to come to 
our place and make sweet. barely-covered- 
up criticisms of the way I cooked. the way 
[ kept house. the way I ironed “Baby’s” 

I bit my lip and took it all. But 
[ was steadily building on my dislike for 
her. I was building hatred. I tried not to, 
but T couldn’t help myself. 

Mrs. Broderick had an attack when we 
decided to pool our joint savings and make 

down payment on a small home. She 
hinted that we had made a big mistake 
a couple of weeks after we moved 
in, | found out I was pregnant. It seemed 
she didn’t think we could afford a new 
home and baby at the same time. She had 
nother attack. 

Between working overtime at the post 
office and running back and forth to hold 
his sick mother’s hand, Robby was con- 
stantly worn to a frazzle and nervous as a 
cat 

Even when my pregnancy got into the 
where I needed Robby most, I often 
looked up to find him on his way out the 
door in answer to a phone call from his 


mothe r 
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Still 


us often 


when 


stages 


I was a screaming mass of nerves 


eighteen months after we were married. 


Wynn ROBBY JR. joined the family 

circle, Mrs. Broderick attached herself 
to our house like a leech. She gave com- 
mands, sweet ones but commands, never- 
theless. about how he ought to be fed, 
clothed and cared for. She treated me like 
a nursemaid with temporary custody over 
her baby. 

This was the final humiliation, Robby’s 
mother trying to take my baby over. I 
broke the long. brooding silence at last. 
One night I stormed at Robby for an hour, 
telling him all the thoughts I had kept 
secret and guilty in my disturbed mind. He 
was appalled. He obviously believed I had 
been under too much strain with the baby. 
He tried to console me and I accused him 
of being a weak-minded fool who cared 
more about a selfish old woman than he 
did about his wife and child. It was our 
first real quarrel, even if Robby did refuse 
to become angry or say the kind of mean 
things I said. 

Then the climax had come. My nerves 
had snapped. Mrs. Broderick came over 
and was waiting for Robby to come home. 
She had another one of her whining. end- 
less “problems” to discuss with him. While 
I was trying to make polite conversation 
with her, the baby began to cry in his 
room. I started to go to get him and my 
mother-in-law was halfway up the steps. 
She came back down, cradling him in her 
arms, cooing: “Poor neglected baby.” 

That did it. That was when I snatched 
the baby from her and ordered her out of 
the house. Now I was waiting, waiting for 
Robby. 

I heard his key in the door. and just 
then the telephone rang right there at my 
elbow. It was a strange voice which ascer- 
tained my identity, a strange voice which 
uttered the unexpected few words which 
made me drop the phone and sent me 
screaming into Robby’s arms as he entered 
the door. 

“It’s Tessie. Robby.” I cried hysterical- 
ly. “My mother. She’s in the hospital— 
been hit by an automobile. She’s going to 
die. Robby. My mother’s going to die.” 

All the dramatic events of the night had 
been blotted out in this emergency—this 
moment of naked revelation for me—a mo- 
ment which brought home to me hard that 
I did care for the woman I’d vowed I’d 
never want to see again. 

Robby was cool and purposeful. He got 
on the phone, got all necessary details and, 
in a few minutes, he was leading me com- 
fortingly to the car. We were headed to- 
ward Jersey and the hospital. 


HE NEXT forty-eight hours were a 
nightmare. Robby and I took over Tes- 
sie’s apartment. We virtually lived in the 
hospital. Robby was so sweet, so helpful, 
thinking only of me. I had never told him 
much about Tessie but now the whole 





story came out. I told it to him with em. 
phasis on my own vengeful, spiteful way 
of striking back at Tessie for what I felt 
she had done to my childhood. I knew 
now that I could have visited her once in 
a while, could have let her know I was 
getting married, could have let her hold 
her grandchild in her arms. I prayed tear. 
fully that Tessie would live so I could 
make it up to her. She had been a weak 
and sinful woman but who was I to con- 
demn or judge? 

I burst into tears of joy when the doctor 
said the crisis was over. We could take 
Tessie home. 

“We're going to take her to our home,” 
Robby said simply. “You gotta look out 
for mothers, you know.” 

There wasn’t any subtle significance to 
what Robby said. He wasn’t that kind of 
person. But I had to throw my arms 
around him and kiss him with a tenderness 
I'd never felt before—even for him. And 
as he took me in his arms, a great. stag- 
gering understanding struck at my foolish 
heart. 

Just as IT had been mean to my mother, 
I’d been mean to Robby’s. No, of course. 
she didn’t like me. But it wasn’t because 
she didn’t want to. I had never let her 
like me. I’d resented her from the begin- 
ning. I’d resented her because I was afraid 
I'd lose Robby out of his unselfish devotion 
to her needs. Then, when Jerry had come 
along to take the financial burden off Rob- 
by’s hands, I hadn’t realized that mothers 
don’t only need gifts of money. They need 
gifts of love—the kind of pure and un- 
selfish love which Robby was capable of 
giving. not only to his own mother but 
to mine also. 

I kept thinking about that on the way 
back to New York with Robby giving Tes- 
sie his charm and she, weak but happy. 
responding like a morning flower. I 
thought about Mrs. Broderick’s “attacks.” 
Suppose they had been unreal. Suppose 
they had been make-believe. All she was 
trying to do, in her pitiful way, was to as- 
sure herself that she wasn’t being forgot- 
ten or abandoned. The way I had treated 
her was enough to give her fears that I 
would cut Robby out of her life. 

I had a good husband and I loved him 
but I hadn’t appreciated the sense in the 
old saying that you can tell about a man’s 
intentions to his wife by the way he re- 
wards his mother. 

We arrived at the house and got Tessie 
comfortable. Robby said he’d go over to 
his mother’s and pick up the baby. In the 
course of our mad dash to Jersey the night 
of the accident we had left the baby there 
with a hurried explanation. 

“No, honey,” I said. “You stay here 
with Tessie. I’m going to go get the baby 
and to get my other Mother too. I’m going 
to bring them both back so we can all get 
to know each other better.” 

It was an awfully sweet, crooked grin 
my Robby gave me as I went out the door. 

THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


can hear her toying around with trick 
sounds that astound ringsiders. You can 
hear her being saucy as only she can be. 
And all added up, it affords some real sen- 
sational listening. 

Victor did collectors a tremendous serv- 
ice when it detailed a recording crew to the 
Waldorf early this year to wax Lena on 
location in a nightclub. Now fans who have 
never seen the performer charm a nitery 
audience may enjoy via recordings her 
singing as she worked in her finest form 
from a nightclub floor. 

Selected Singles 

HOT: The Treniers’ Rock, Calypso Joe/ 
Holy Mackerel, Andy (Brunswick), two 
rock ’n roll entries presented in the mad- 
cap fashion of the twin’s swinging, wailing 
group. Rock is the real frantic thing, 
Mackerel travels slower on a kicking blues 
beat. Either is grooved ideally for the 
r&r trade. 

COOL: Dizzy Gillespie’s Seems Like You 
Just Don’t Care/Play Me The Blues (Nor- 
gran), a pair of modern-styled blues 
themes fashioned brilliantly by the bop 
trumpeter’s big band. A-side features a 
plaintive vocal by Herb Lance who gets 
solid support from the ensemble. The flip 
casts Toni Harper, the erstwhile child sing- 
ing star, in a grown-up chirping role. She 
delivers with the assurance of a veteran 
pro. On both sides. Dizzy’s award-winning 
trumpet may be heard adding excitement to 
the music time after time. 

POP: Roy Hamilton’s That Old Feel- 
ing/The Aisle (Epic). Roy, making a 
comeback in show business after a lung 
ailment laid him up for a long stretch, 
puts in a strong bid for major record rec- 
ognition with this release. Singing as good 
as ever, his vocals register smoothly, pleas- 
antly and effectively on the oldie and a 
moderate-tempoed ballad. 

BLUES: LaVern’ Baker’s Humpty 
Dumpty Heart/Love lve Right (Atlantic), 
echoing the lusty-voiced singer’s indigo in- 
terpretations of a novelty ballad and a 
patented blues number. She will please 


her faithful with the sides. Humpty Dump- 
ty, a happy sounding ditty, rates the big 
pull on the coupling and could end up a 
smash hit in rhythm and blues circles. 
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* Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 


“This 
make-up base 
checks oiliness, 
guards against 
‘shiny’ face” 


“Greasy, sticky make-up 
bases caused my make-up 

to smear. But now thatI | 
havechangedtoBlackand | 
White Vanishing Cream as ' 
a base, my make-up goes ~ 
on smoother, stays on 
longer and keeps its fresh- 
ly applied look.” 

Marie C. Janisse 
Houston, Texas 











Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 








For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, always look 


for the name Black and White. 















BLACK 480 WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 






















Style No. 795—EVENING ROMANCE. Shape-making 
siren to make you more beautiful. Lavish rayon 
taffeta enhancing your curves from deep decol- 
letage to dreamy dancing skirt, fashioned to new 
fullness with below-hip shirring and long sleeves. 
Exquisite lace medallions liven both neckline and 
skirt. So eye-catching in beige, slate blue, pink. 
Style No. 270—Same dress and fabric in cap sleeves 
in beige, powder blue, pink or aqua. 
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The Curse I Lived With 


(Continued from Page 29) 


We'd talk a little, if nobody was around, 
and I always felt so good after he left. One 
day he asked if he could come to the house 
to ‘see me in the evening, and I said yes 
gladly. I was sure everything was going 
to be all right, that Russ would lick his 
problem and keep on working steadily. I 
even dared to hope that there might be 
something in the future for Russ and me. 

When I got home from work, Dad wasn’t 
there, and I was glad. I fixed myself a 
sandwich, then took a bath and brushed 
my hair until it shone. I felt happier than 
[had since Mom died. Life didn’t have to 
be all grind, I realized, not if I could find 
anew life for myself with Russ. 

He looked so nice and clean-cut when 
he came that night. I couldn’t help thinking 
that any girl would be proud to be seen 
with him—if she didn’t know about his 
drinking. And I was so sure that that was 
all in the past. 

“Hi, Dawnie,” he said breezily. And then 
his eyes changed as he looked at me, 
dressed up for him. “Gosh, you look 
swell!” he told me. 

He looked around before he sat down. 

“Where’s Tom?” he asked. “Out?” 

“I don’t know where he is,” I told him, 
hoping we could leave Dad out of this. It 
would spoil everything if we didn’t. 

Russ pulled out his cigarets and offered 
me one, but I shook my head. 

‘T'm glad he’s not here,” 
lighting up. 

I looked at him, wondering what he 
meant. 

“I don’t have to tell you what it’s like, 
living with a curse like that.” 

I turned away. I didn’t want to talk 
about Dad! I wanted to forget it for one 
pleasant evening. And I guess he could 
tell how I felt. 

“Dawnie,” Russ said softly, “I know you 
don’t want to talk about it, but I have to 
lay my cards face up on the table with 


” 


you. 


Russ said, 


“What do you mean?” I said quickly. 
“What’s Dad got to do with you?” 

‘Tm not going to try to kid you,” he 
said. “I’m as bad as he is.” 

“But you aren’t!” I argued. “You’re all 
tight now. You’re fine! And you look so 
good, Russ!” 

“It won’t do any good to hide your head 
in the sand,” he told me. “You've got to 
know the truth—then if you want me to get 
out of here, I will.” 


| COULD FEEL the tears pushing at the 

back of my eyes, but I wouldn’t give in 
tothem. I wanted to believe that everything 
vas all right, but if it wasn’t, there wasn’t 
any use not knowing about it! 


“All right,” I whispered. “But you are 
a I ) 
trying, aren’t you?” 


“TI shouldn’t have gone back to the old 
gang,” he began slowly. “Those joints I | 


play in don’t help me any.” He looked at 
me hard, wondering if I understood, I 
guess. “You know how it is, Dawnie. When 
those ten-minute breaks come, the guys 
have a beer or something.” 

And then I knew what he was trying to 
say. Working in places like that only put 
temptation at his elbow. Working with men 
like that only encouraged him to do what 
they did. I looked up a him. 

“Have you tried to get a job someplace 
else—?” I asked. “I mean—isn’t there 
anything else you could do, Russ?” 

“That’s the answer, I suppose,” he said 
slowly, “but I never trained for anything, 
never learned a trade. When I went job- 
hunting and told the bosses I’d ‘do any- 
thing’ they just laughed and said they 
wanted skilled labor.” 

I nodded. I knew how it was after I quit 
school. Nobody wanted to hire me because 
I didn’t have my diploma. I guess I'll be 
sorry about that for the rest of my life. 

“Couldn’t I go with you,” I said, “wher- 
ever you are working? Maybe you could 
sit and talk to me during the breaks and we 
could have a coke or something like that.” 

Russ looked at me hard. 

“T wouldn’t want you in those places,” 
he said. 

“What difference does it make where I 
go?” I told him. “I know I’m not doing 
anything wrong, and it might help you a 
little.” 

He reached out his hand and touched 
mine and shivers ran all over me. I couldn’t 
look at him right then. 

“You’re a sweet kid,” he said. “And it 
would be swell for me—just having you 
there near me—but I couldn’t let you do 
that. I’ve got to fight this thing myself.” 

I looked up into his eyes and nodded. 
And Russ bent toward me and kissed me, 





lightly at first, then his arms slipped around | 


me and it was like nothing I’d ever known 
before. I clung to him, not wanting that 
precious minute to end. 

“Oh, I need you, Dawnie,” he whispered 
against my ear. “Without you I was no- 
thing. Without you, I'll never be anything!” 

“Don’t say that, Russ!” I begged. 

“You give me a reason for everything,” 
he murmured. 

“Yes!” I whispered, “yes, Russ!” 

And I tightened my arms around him 


and felt his lips burn down my cheek to | 
my neck and it seemed suddenly I knew | 


why I’d been born—for Russ—just to be 
his! 


The door crashed open and Dad came 
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1ggering in. Russ and I pulled apart, but 
Dad was too drunk to see. Suddenly I 
tarted crying and laughing hysterically 
ith at the same time. 
Oh, Dawnie.” Russ was saying softly, 
tting his arms around me. “I’m sorry. 
Don’t cry.” 
But I pulled away from him and turned 
back. 
How did you do it!” I choked out be- 
*n my sobs. “How did you worm your 
into my life to tie me up in knots with 
fancy talk—full of promises like 
Dad’s. Full of promises that are only hot 


Please- 


It was a terrible way to talk to him—so 

: after I had willingly offered him all 
love, and yet the shock of Dad coming 

he disgust of seeing him filthy, in a 
tupor—so unconscious he didn’t even see 


I snapped at Russ. “Go 
yme and leave me alone!” 

[ didn’t turn to face him till he was go- 

through the door. Only then I got a 

climpse of his sagging shoulders, his beat- 

eyes—and I could have cut out my 

cue! | made my way into my room, still 


Go away i 


bbing. 
Poor Russ! I lay awake most of the 
ht thinking of him and the awful things 
I'd said to him. Every so often I’d tell my- 
I'd been right, that he shouldn’t. he 
ildn’t expect so much of me! I had my 
inds full with Dad. How could Russ ex- 
pect me to be his crutches too? But in the 
next instant I could have beat my head on 


the wall to punish myself for the cruel way 
I'd acted. Oh, Russ, I begged inside. for- 
give me, forgive me! But ’'m too weak my- 


i to do it all! I want someone, need 
ne to take care of me for a change! 


| ) AYS WENT BY and I didn’t see Russ 
it all. He didn’t even stop by at the 
diner for coffee. I'd catch myself looking 
for him, hoping to catch sight of him pass- 
but he didn’t come near me. 
[ thought of everything. Maybe he was 
or hurt. Maybe he knew it was best to 
ne alone. Or. maybe he’d found an- 
ther girl—a girl he liked better than me. 
somebody who was prettier and more fun, 


nd who'd be willing to put up with all the 


problems of loving him. And whenever I'd 
about that my heart would almost 
stop beating for a second. Oh, no, Russ, 
I'd beg 

| sure was mixed up, wanting him and 
loving him still, yet unwilling to face the 
his needs and his fight 

inst the curse! I felt torn apart, not 
knowing what to do! 


inside. don’t stop loving me. 


le of him 


Oh, Mom, | whispered so many times, 


! wish you were here. Oh, Mom, I wish I 
what to do! 

hen one night around midnight I was 

half-crazy with worry about everything and 

Dad | hadn’t come home. I couldn’t 
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sleep anyway. so I got dressed and went 
down to Sammy’s to bring him home with 
me. 

There he was, in a back booth, and my 
heart stopped cold—hbecause there was 
Russ, sitting in the booth drunk with Dad! 
All I remember thinking is: Fool! Fool! 
Look at what you love, you fool! 

Russ saw me coming and he nudged 
Dad. 

“Hey, Tom-tom.” he said thickly, “we 
got company!” 

And they both looked at me and snick- 
ered as if they were a couple of kids play- 
ing hooky. Oh. it was funny all right. So 
funny I could have sat right down and 
bawled. 

All the fight went out of me suddenly 
and I turned around and walked out. I went 
home and crawled into bed and heard Dad 
stumbling in later. But I didn’t get up. I 
didn’t want to look at him or even talk to 
him anymore. 

The next morning Russ came into the 
diner, so haggard and tired looking and 
apologetic. But I didn’t feel anything but 
an awful numbness. Or maybe it wasn’t 
so awful not to feel anything. It was 
heavenly for a change. 

Russ waited until he could speak to me 
alone. 

“Dawnie. please.” he said. reaching for 
my hand. But I turned away from him 
crossly. 

“Oh, I don’t know how to say it but—oh, 


Dawnie, please forgive me—for every 
thing.” 

I didn’t move. I wouldn’t even look at 
him. 


“Give me another chance.” he begged 
softly. “Please!” 

“Why should 1?” I snapped back. with- 
out looking at him. “Give me one reason 
why I should!” 

He drew in his breath and I turned and 
looked at him, so sad-faced, so unhappy. 
I shouldn't have done that. I shouldn’t have 
looked at him. I told myself. 

“T love you.” he said almost in a whisper. 
“T love you so much—and I thought—I 
thought you did—” 

Gus came out of the kitchen carrying a 
tray of pie wedges and I couldn't talk any 
more. 

“Please. let me come over tonight.” Russ 
said softly. and I nodded my head and 
turned away. 


CALLED MYSELF a dope afterwards. 

telling myself it was useless to try any 
more. Why hadn’t I just said, “No!” and 
gotten him out of my life for good? 

When I opened the door to him that 
night my heart pounded in that same old 
way and my hands were trembling as I 
took his coat. Then suddenly his arms were 
around me and he was kissing me and all 
my resolutions were lost. I clung to him, 
my heart melting with loving him and 





wanting him more than anything in the 
world. 

“T promise I'll be all right,” Russ whis. 
pered fervently. “Oh, tell me you still love 
me, Dawnie, and Ill keep my word this 
time!” 

The same old words! The same old 
promises! Yet I head to have faith. I had 
to. My kiss told him that. Then I drew him 
down beside me on the couch. 

“I’m going to start going with you every 
night,” I told him, “any other place you've 
got a job, just so I can be with you—like 
I wanted to do before.” 

“All right, Dawnie,.” he said quietly. “] 
won’t argue against that. I know now I’m 
not the big strong character I thought | 
was!” 

That’s good, 1 told myself. He knows his 
weakness. He knows how much he can 
take. That’s something. 

But I didn’t realize then how hard it was 
going to be, going to work every day, rush- 
ing home to eat and get dressed to go off to 
Levanda’s or The Spot, or any other place 
Russ was working. I put in those long 
evening hours sitting alone in a corner. 
listening to Russ play, and it seemed like 
fun at first, hearing how good he really 
was, but the best part were the breaks 
when he could come and sit with me and 
we'd have a coke and talk for a little while. 
At first I didn’t think it would be so bad 
—but after a few weeks I began to get so 
tired! I had to get up early to get to work 
and those late evening hours were wearing 
me out. I didn’t know what to do. I hated 
to tell Russ how tired I was, and I was 
scared to leave him alone. He’d been good 
ever since we'd made up, and I didn’t want 
him to fail again! 

One night I dropped into bed, my head 
pounding and my eyes felt like hot coals 
were in them. Every time I swallowed my 
throat hurt. I wondered how I'd ever get 
up in the morning. 

When the alarm went off, I tried to get 
up but had to fall back for a few minutes. 
getting my strength. Suddenly the whole 
room seemed to be tilting and my stomach 
churned up and I dragged myself into the 
bathroom where I was sick. 

I sagged against the bathroom wall aft- 
erwards, knowing I’d never get to work 
that morning. I crawled back into bed and 
kept telling myself I’d be all right. I had 
to be all right before night so that | 
could go with Russ to Levanda’s. I couldn't 
let him be there alone! 

I struggled to get up and get dressed 
several times toward evening, but I just 
couldn’t make it! Finally, I gave up trying 
and dropped into a chair and waited for 
Russ, feeling so miserable and sick and 
scared of what would happen if Russ went 
to work alone. 

“Dawnie!” he cried, when I let him in. 
“What’s the matter?” 

“Oh, Russ,” I said, “I don’t feel good 
and I don’t want you to go to work to 
night!” 
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His arms were around me then, holding Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Burn of 


the me tight. 


“You get back to bed,” he said. “I’m 
‘his going to call a doctor.” A 
love “Russ,” I blabbered, “I don’t want you 


this F 1, go without me!” 
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ile. — then the nightmare dissolved into the doc- 
vad — tor’s face and Dad’s. Dad was there with 
so — me and the doctor was giving him a pre- 
otk scription. 

Ing “Feeling better?” the doctor asked. 
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He stroked my cheek and pushed my 
r back from my forehead. 

[ made it for once,” he said honestly, 
ut we can’t keep on this way.” 

It’s that job,” I said, “if only you could 
something else! So it wouldn’t always 
right there in front of you—tempting 


Yeah,” he admitted, nodding his head. 

[ love to play, I love it more than any- 
thing, except you, Dawnie.” He looked 

yay from me for a second. “But that’s it. 
(ll have to find something else to do.” 

[ sighed heavily, with relief, because 
he’d said it. Every night he worked in a 
place like Levanda’s would be a night of 

ment to him, and worry for me. 

Think of something you'd like to do.” 
[ said. “Something you could learn in a 
business school or a trade school.” 
Yes,” he answered. “That’s the only 
we can work it out—so I'll be able to 
pport you.” 

[ stared at Russ. wondering. 

Russ wrapped his arms around me. 
Dawnie,” he said. “we'll get married right 

As soon as you’re better!” 
[ didn’t want to rush into it. I wanted 
to be right—with a nice flat and 
1 good job and all the things a girl dreams 
bout, but Russ needed me—now. 
All right.” I said, grateful that he 


inted to. 


» USS ENROLLED at a technical school 
the next day and kept playing nights 
wherever a job came up. It was almost two 
weeks before I was well enough to go out 
well enough to get our hurry-up 
wedding performed. I was a little heartsick 
thinking of Russ coming to live in our 
shabby flat with Dad and me, with nothing 
lovely to remember. I had to have some- 
thing. | had to pretend that the wedding 
ill it should be. 
I’m going shopping the first day I can.” 


igain 


[ told Russ. “I’m going to have a dress, a 
pretty blue and a flowery hat with a veil—” 

ure, honey,” Russ said, kissing me. 
Anything 
Well, it 


ome thing 


” 
you want. 
wouldn’t be much. but it was 


That evening I got home from shopping 
pale blue dress, I felt al- 
I ran upstairs to the flat. 
» second I walked in I knew some- 
thing was up. Russ was in the kitchen with 


ith my lovely 


st happy as 


with two glasses with drinks in them 
m the table! 

Russ was pacing back and forth. smok- 

ind his hands were shaking. 

Oh, Russ!” I cried out. 

He spun around, as if I’d caught him in 
the act and he rushed to me. 

Dawnie!” he said hoarsely. “Where 
ere you?” 

! didn’t even listen to his question. I was 
so upset I could have cried. Dad picked 
his glass and drank it down and I 

| back to Russ. He grabbed my arm. 
—out of here!” he said. 


“Lome on 


He half-pulled me out into the back hall 
with him, and then he leaned against the 
wall, dragging heavily on his cigarette. His 
breathing was strange. 

“Russ,” I cried, “did you—?” 

But I couldn’t even finish. I felt too sick 
inside. 

“T didn’t touch it!” Russ said, breathing 
hard. “I swear to you I didn’t!” 

I sighed. as if a ton weight had been 
lifted from my shoulders. [ went to him 
and kissed him. 

“Oh, Russ—” I choked out, “I was so 
scared!” 

And then I felt that he was shaking all 
over. 

“Russ!” I said. “What’s the matter! Is 
it—is it that bad?” 

He nodded and turned away from me. 
Oh, it was awful, seeing him suffer like 
that. I didn’t realize before what a fight 





Lonely Perception 
I know it isn’t wise to wait 
And watch and long and care 
And listen for your footsteps 
However tall and fair 
And I should help the moon and 
stars 
and wistful dreams forget 
How much I loved your shining 
touch, 
You god-tall silhouette 


I shouldn’t listen eagerly 

And feel a wave of flame 

And quickening surging longing 
When someone says your name 


| know in memory’s annals 
(When records are complete) 
Pll find the words “How fool- 
© ” 
- 
but I'll also find “How sweet.” 


—Gladys Martin 





he’d been putting up. 

I put my arms around him. I wanted to 
get him back into the flat, to sit down and 
comfort him, to tell him I sympathized with 
him and would do anything I could to help. 
But how could I lead him back into that 
room with the glassful of liquor standing 
there on the table? How could I lead him 
back to that? 

“Please. Russ,” I begged. “don’t go 
away. I'll come right back.” 

And I rushed into the flat. to the table 
where Dad was sitting and [ picked up the 
glass he had filled for Russ. 

“How could you do such a thing to 
him?” I cried. 

Dad stared at me stupidly as I threw the 
glass into the sink where it smashed into 
pieces. Dad picked up the bottle, to refill 
his own glass. but I grabbed it away from 





him and threw that, too, into the sink. 

Dad let out a roar, like a wounded ani- 
mal, and jumped at me. It wasn’t hard to 
dodge him, he was so drunk, but he kept 
lunging at me. knocking over the chairs 
and anything else in his way. I was s 
frightened I dashed for the door. Dad came 
after me, calling me filthy names. 

Russ heard the noise and let me rush 
out. but he blocked the doorway so Dad 
wouldn’t touch me. But Dad was so mad, 
he didn’t care what he did. He shoved Russ 
aside. Russ grabbed his arm and tried to 
stop him, but Dad yanked his arm free and 
lunged against the stair railing. 

And before Russ or I could do anything, 
the rotten old wood gave way with a tearing 
wrench, and Dad went sprawling down that 
long flight of stairs to the landing below! 

I screamed, and ran down the stairs to 
him, with Russ after me. Dad lay there in 
a heap, his eyes wide and staring. 
terribly. 

Mrs. Harrison, who lived in the flat be- 
low us, opened her door and looked out at 
us. 

“Call a doctor!” I cried out. “Please. 
hurry!” 

“Tom.” Russ was saying, kneeling down 
beside Dad, “Tom, are you all right?” 

But Dad didn’t answer us—not then or 
ever. He died on the way to the hospital. 

Poor Dad. I cried for days, thinking of 
him dying that way, quarreling with me— 
dying before he could straighten out his 
life. He wasn’t a bad man. He’d always 
been a wonderful father, until that cursed 
bottle got hold of him and he was never 
able to free himself. 

Dad’s death made an awful impression 
on Russ too. He told me later he had night- 
mares. seeing Dad all over again, lying in 
a heap at the foot of the stairs like a dirty 
pile of rags—the end of wasted years. 

Maybe that made the biggest decision 
for him, I don’t know. But shortly after 
Dad’s funeral, Russ told me has was going 
to an Alcoholics Anonymous meeting. I 
didn’t know much about their organization 
then, or about the wonderful work they do. 
But I was glad and kissed him and said 
a prayer inside that this time—this time 
things would work out right. 

But, of course, that didn’t mean that 
Russ was cured. It was only the beginning 
of another uphill struggle that took months 
and months. Sometimes he’d almost give up 
trying. But somehow, when he was at his 
lowest I'd find the strength to encourage 
him in the biggest battle of his life. 

Even now that we’ve been married eight- 
een months and have litile Tommy to love 
and work for, our battle still goes on. No 
alcoholic is ever really “cured” because the 
first drink he takes can undo all the good 
he has struggled for. But, together, with 
our love and faith that God is helping us, 
we pray that the curse will never destroy 
the happy life we are trying to build to- 
gether. THE END 
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back in Seattle where nobody knew us. 
The gloom of a winter’s afternoon pushed 
hack by the glow of a small electric fire. 
and the two of us sitting dreamily on 
the rug, my head on his shoulder, 
long fingers moving idly through my hair 
as he talked. 

“When we’re married,” he said, “we'll 
have a place three times the size of this. 
And when we have kids we'll have one 
tn times as big. We'll need it, the 
number of geniuses we’re gonna turn out 
between us!” 

When were married The 
the words, whispered through my mind. 
[ felt my lips twist in that bitter, mirth- 
less smile that had become such a habit 
wih me during these last long. weary 
years. 

I went inside the store. A youth with 
a studious. bespectacled face sat behind 
the counter, writing out receipts. He 
looked up at me with some disapproval 
showing through his mechanical polite- 


his 


voice, 





ness, and I thought: 


“Perhaps it shows 
in me, even -to him. Perhaps I look like 
a loose woman. Well, that’s what I am. 
Two years of despising myself made my 
voice harder than ever as I said to the 
youth: “I want to see Mr. Bellamy, 
please.” 

“He’s got someone with him right now,” 
said the youth. “Maybe you’d like to 
come back?” 

I looked around, found a chair and sat 
on it. “I'll wait,” I “He'll want to 
se me. I’m—an old friend.” Even that 


said. 





| wasn’t true, 
jyouth, obviously 


I thought bitterly, as the 
suspicious, went back 
to his paper work. 

| My thoughts went back again to Seattle, 
where our “gentleman’s agreement” that 
we would live together without getting 
married, had turned out to be far dif- 
ferent from the gay, guiltless adventure 
we had anticipated. This the city, 
heavy with summer and a sense of stale- 
ness, of sin. A furnished flat with use 
of bath, How confused I had felt when 
the janitor called me “Mrs. Bellamy!” 
I couldn’t say, “That’s just the name on 
my laundry book, he 
yet.” 


was 


doesn’t own me 
| Jim had said nothing that evening when 
he came in, a few minutes after my own 
return from work. The previous day’s 
quarrel, one of a long string of nagging 
disagreements, still stood between us. He 
| Spoke at last, almost casually, “I’m leaving 
the factory next month. Setting up on my 
own in the country. We—we’d better get 
married,” 





Istared at him, clinching a half-peeled 


potato in my hand. “Well, that’s a very 


‘Make Him Marry Me!’ 


(Continued from Page 19) 


Look, if you think you 
me marriage just because I left my 
home town to come here with you, and 
and 


graceful proposal! 
owe 
changed my name, and- lived here, 
you needn’t worry. I’m not holding you to 


anything. The agreement still stands.” 


My heart was suddenly pounding pain- 
fully, and I felt sick. I thought, “This is 


the end.” 
He echoed the word im- 
the floor. “This 
a business deal, we were both a 
little crazy back there with all our talk of 
not tying another down. It 
stupid, wrong idea, Kathie, and you know 
We’ve both known it for weeks 
I want to marry you. I want a nice 
little home in a quiet town, with a business 
of my and lots of kids. A 


“Agreement?” 
patiently, 
wasn’t a- 


scowling at 


one was a 
it was. 
now. 
own, real 
marriage.” 


(THE CONFUSION was upon me again, 

the tangle of wishes and fears. I wanted 
that, Jim, a quiet children. 
But I wanted myself as well. I wanted 
freedom, not the trap of marriage. For it 
was a trap. 
that? 

My mother 


too. home, 


Hadn’t my own parents proved 


and father must have gone 
through the same joy as Jim and I. They 
must have thought: ““We’re made for each 
other and nobody is going to stop us hav- 
other.” And then, time 
later, they must have looked at themselves 
I had 


discon- 


ing each some 
again and seen the true picture. 
never forgotten my mother’s ill, 
tented, anxious face, and the guilty look of 
my father, his blustering, 
ways. 
“Just 
looking 


quarrelsome 


vee 


look at us, Jim,” 
at him scornfully. 


said bitterly, 
“Look at our 
Think about yesterday and all the 
! Already, in 


faces! 
than six 
fed 
up with each other, bickering all the time. 


other rows! less 


months of living together we’re stale, 


Don’t you think it’s time we finished 
It was a mistake. We can put it right much 
more easily than if we were already 
married.” 

His silence fell around me like darkness. 
I waited for him to say the right thing, 
miraculously to find the right message that 
would restore our happiness. But I knew 
that here was no hope now. 

He tried. “Kathie, 


we—we couldn’t make a go of it with this 


He said desperately, 


It’s too muddled 
up and nasty! You can’t judge what mar- 


set-up. It’s too wrong. 
riage would be like just from these few 
not the same thing at all. 
Don’t you see? We've been fighting each 


months—it’s 


other all this time just because we weren’t 
married.” 
We stood there in that small stuffy room, 
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taring at each other as though we were 
strangers. Life went by outside, leaving 
this place a desert of stillness. At last I 
managed to say, faintly, “I'll pack my 
things.” 

Jim came towards me then, his face 
twisted. “You can’t go like this, Kathie!” 

[ turned away quickly. “I couldn’t stay 
ifter this. T’ll go to Mary Stevens’. She 

a room.” 

No tears as I packed. Just a dull ache, 
ind this sickness which had been with me 
for days now. The physical symptom, I 
thought, of a deeper sickness. When I 

ime out of the bedroom with my bags 
Jim stepped forward to take me in his 

but I said, sharply, “No, don’t!” and 
fled towards the stairs. 

Not even goodbye, then. 

h, mixed-up fool I was! 

lhe sudden opening of the inner door in 
the store and the sound of voices dragged 
me back to the present. With a shock I 

ognized Jim. 

‘Tll drop the factory a line about the 
last shipment, then. Whole thing ought to 
be settled in a couple of .. .” 


What a child- 


His glance fell on me as he ushered his 
itor out. He stopped speaking. Stopped 
moving. There might have been only the 


of us in the place for that moment. 

! noted, humbly, that his face was more 
lined, that his overalls were unusually 
clean, but he still looked angular and a 
little underfed. 

His visitor, a small dark man, glanced 
lyly from Jim to me, and said in a heavily 
tactful voice, “I’ll let myself out, Mr. Bel- 
lamy.” The youth behind the counter rose 

viftly and switched on a vacant smile as 
he led the little man to the door. As it 
closed, Jim jerked his head a little and said 
tonelessly, “Yes. goodbye, Mr. Jackson.” 
He stood and looked at me, and said at last, 
Come inside here.” 

[here was no greeting. But after all, I 
thought with bitterness, there had never 
been a farewell. 

[ rose from my chair and went stiffly 

sugh the door he had opened for me. 
Now it has come, my moment, I thought. 
After two years. 


j | E DIDN’T ask me to sit down when he 

had closed the door carefully behind 
him and turned to face me. I wanted to be 
I felt the combat 
eginning already between us, I the at- 
tacker, he the defender of an alien life of 


ding, in any case. 


his own. 
We stood, both waiting for the old spark 
atch in us. None came. We were like 
It was unbelievable that once 
had lived in each other’s arms. 
“It’s great to see you again, Kathie,” Jim 
d at last, with a stranger’s dreadful, 
il politeness. “You look fine.” 
You too,” I spoke dully, clinging to my 
It would not allow me time for 
I plunged straight on. “Jim, 
l ome back.” 


05 


(rangers. 


purpose, 


eness, 





He stared at me, not understanding for a 
moment, then tightening his face when he 
saw that I meant I had returned to his life. 
“You don’t know, of course.” he said 
slowly, lowering his eyes. “I’m married, 
Kathie. I was married a year ago.” 

I answered calmly. “I do know,” and 
watched his head come up. “I heard about 
it, Jim. But there’s something you don’t 
know. A joke, really.” I laughed, a short, 
hard sound. “A poor joke, on both of us. 
It happened seven months after I left you.” 

The afternoon sunlight sent dusty gold 
ray to his workbench, lighting up a framed 
photograph that stood there in an oasis of 
space at one end of the bench. A girl. His 
wife. I stared at the smiling face, coldly. 

“A—baby?” His voice was loud, uncon- 
trolled from shock. He checked himself 
and went on softly, urgently. “Kathie. are 
you trying to tell me there was a child— 
mine?” 

As I faced him my eyes blazed directly 





To No Avail 
They say that love is blind, and 


now 
I know the saying’s true; 

You never noticed my new gown 
Nor the smile I sent to you 


In vain I yearned and begged and 
hoped 

You never heard my plea: 

You never called me beautiful 

Or gave words of praise to me 


And so, I might as well give up 
There’s nothing more to tell: 
Your love’s not merely blind, my 
dear 
But deaf and dumb as well 
—Pauline Booker 





into his. “Yours. That’s why I’ve come, 
Jim. That’s why your marriage seems— 
almost unnecessary.” 

His eyes looked hurt. He didn’t move. 
There was something about him which 
pulled at me suddenly, with a rush of love 
I had thought long dead. I wanted to go to 
him. take him in my arms, whisper that 
everything would be all right. But the 
photograph on the bench still smiled up at 
me defiantly. 

I sat down abruptly on one of the dusty 
chairs. Impatience crept 
tangled hurts and needs. I had carried the 
pain of thinking about the baby for so long 
that now that Jim’s dazed silence seemed 
exaggerated, a deliberate rejection. I had 
to tell myself that it was a great shock to 
him. My coming threatened his life. 

“What about my life?” I thought. “What 
about my baby? The baby we have both 
lost?” 


He moved at last, and spoke. He opened 


among my 


a drawer. lifted the lid of a cigarette }y 
that stood inside, and replaced it withgy 
taking a cigarette, and said in a hard voig 
“Tell me what happened. Did you knoy 
you were going to have a baby when—whe 
you walked out?” 

I wanted to protest that I didn’t wal 
out. I was rejected first. If he had loved m 
if I had known he wanted me desperate} 
... But it was no use arguing about share 
guilt. 

“T didn’t know,” I said tonelessly. “Ap 
afterwards, when the doctor confirmed ; 
it didn’t seem to matter so much. You ha 
gone, disappeared. I was alone, nobody 
be scandalized or hurt. I thought I'd » 
it through by myself, and afterwards , ,’ 
I took a long breath. “Somebody woul 
adopt the baby.” 

I raised my hard eyes to his, noting hi 
stillness, his horror, almost with satisfy 
tion. Why should he escape pain? I hadn’ 

“Why didn’t you tell me before, whe 
you knew?” 

Anger and bitterness flared again withiy 
me, at that. “How could I? You’d covere 
your tracks pretty carefully.” 

His sharp jaw tightened. “Covered m 
tracks? Do you think I was deliberate 
running away?” 

“Ves” 

It was a flat, contemptuous answer, chal 
lenging denial. “You left no forwarding 
address at the old flat, nor at the facton 
I asked there. You were running away.” 


THE TIGHTNESS in him sagged. Hk 
dropped into a chair, facing me, his face 
looking older, grimmer. 

“Kathie, I didn’t know about this. How 
could I? You didn’t know yourself, wher 
we parted. I—yes, I was running awaj 
if you like.” He stared woodenly at the 
chaos of tools on the bench. “We hai 
failed, and we both knew it,” he said 
“Later on, I thought, we might make the 
mistake of trying again, if it were possibk 
to meet. And it would never have worked 
There wasn’t the love. So I ran away. li 
was the finish.” 

“For you. Not for me!” 

Nothing, not the fearful realization 0 
the baby, nor the agony of losing my chill 
to the adoption society, had hurt me 9% 
unbearably as this quiet-stated death cer 
tificate of Jim’s love. I hadn’t expected it 
It was impossible to believe that someone 
to whom I had once meant so much, shoul! 
look at me now with nothing but an it 
personal, troubled pity. 

I wouldn’t accept his word. I would makt 
him reawaken to me, make him see th! 
the fault had lain outside the two of ts 
in the hostile world, not in our hearts. He 
was mine. He could never evade his 1 
sponsibility as a father. 

A shamed voice within me muttered: 





“Blackmail.” I pushed my guilt away. | 
wanted my love again, and my child- 
another child, truly and legally mine, " 
replace the baby I had lost. 
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His wife? The persistent inner voice 
stabbed at me. I shielded myself with des- 
perate words. 

“You can’t know how I felt when the 
baby came. When I actually held him, and 
nursed him and bathed him. Jim, he was 
exactly like you! I...” My voice caught 
against tears in my throat. I struggled on. 
“They rushed me, the adoption people. 
Three months, that’s all I had. I knew good 
people would be taking him. But after- 
wards, after I’d left him—” 

[ stared at him with desperate appeal. 
“ye looked for you for two years, Jim. I— 
| wanted you to know you had a son. I 
wanted you to have another, legally, and 
a home, the way you’ve always wanted.” 

His face held confusion, pain, pity, guilt. 
[ lowered my head quickly, frantically 
pushing away the thought: “But no love.” 

“Kathie, 1... What can I do? I can’t— 
[love Sue. my wife. It’s a peaceful love, a 
good marriage.” 

He sounded brutal. I stared at him, and 
I knew that my face was frightened. 

“Jim, I’ve tried for two years to find you. 
It was a terrible mistake, our parting. But 
we can make it up, it’s not too late. F know 
you're married. Maybe you’re even happy. 
But what about me?” 

I no longer cared for his scruples or 
dignity. I hurled everything from me but 
the desperate need to regain all I had 
learned to treasure only when I had lost it 
—the feel of our child in my arms, a vision 
of a quiet home, drowsy afternoons like 
those in Seattle. 

There would be no quarrels this time. 
I would see to that. Life would be com- 
plete, untroubled, good. But only Jim could 
make it so. He must make it so. 

He sat facing me across the bench. His 
long fingers, nervously clasping and un- 
clasping now, were well-kept, lacking the 
ragged nails and ingrained dirt and oil I 
remembered. His face, older and _ lined, 
looked different from my memory of him. 
I saw with something like terror that he 
was, indeed, a stranger. 

All this life about him, this efficient ugly 
room, the store beyond, the scattered 
sounds of the street outside—all showed 
me that he had made his own world where 
only that other girl, his wife, could enter. 

As if something of my thought had been 
communicated to him, his face hardened. 
His voice went flat and hostile as he said, 
“Kathie, think what you like of me, but 
there’s nothing I can do now. You must see 
that. If you had told me a year ago, well, 
it might have worked out. I would have 
married you. of course. But now it’s too 
late. 1 know how difficult it must be for you 
to accept this, but—”’ 

“But your child!” I cried senselessly, not 
caring whether my voice carried through 
to the store. “You wanted children. You 
always wanted children! Jim, we—we are 
married, in everything that counts!” 

“And parted. ‘Without obligations.’ as 
the lawyers say!” His voice was bitter, too, 





tow. “You remember what you said that 
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last evening? You said “The agreement still 
stands.’ I wanted to break it then. I wanted 
to marry you. Now I’m keeping that cursed 
agreement, as you insisted I should!” 


LL THE bitter longing of my lonely 

years, the searching, the dreaming, the 
anguished regrets, left little room for 
mercy now. I sat rigid, opposite him, and 
looked directly at him, and saw the muscles 
at the side of his jaw twitch sharply as I 
said, “You told your wife about us?” 

His eyes didn’t meet mine. “Sure.” 

I persisted, steadily, ruthlessly. 

“Did you tell her everything?” 

“Vest” 

But I knew he was lying. I turned my 
head away from the smiling picture on the 
bench, turned my heart from the sick self- 
contempt it held. I knew where my last 
chance of happiness lay, and I couldn’t 
afford honor or pity. I knew that my face, 
still very young, had never looked so hard 
as I said. “I wonder what effect on her it 
will have when she finds out you were the 
father of—” 

“Kathie! If you ruined my 
what do you think it would gain you? 
Love?” 

Yes, love! I wanted to cry, the love you 
still offered me when we parted, the love 
I kicked aside then. But I could find 
nothing to say, nor would I have had a 
chance to speak. Somebody opened the 
door before Jim could reply. 

Before I looked around I knew who it 
was. I knew from the way Jim got to his 
feet, the conflict in his face before it 
smoothed in a disguise of welcome. the 
effort behind the lightness in his voice as 
he said, “Sue! I’d forgotten you were com- 
ing up today. This is quite a surprise!” 

Sue. The smiling girl. The girl with no 
troubles. His wife. 

For a moment I[ couldn’t turn my head. 
For a moment [| felt that my rivalry must 
be as noticeable and painful to the other 
girl as an electric shock, and that her face 
was already hardened in fear or hate. But 
when at last I faced the door I met the 
same warmth and happiness that showed in 
the picture on the bench. 

“This is—Miss Leigh,” said Jim shakily. 
“Miss Leigh, my wife.” His eyes came to 
mine, and I met them, expecting appeal. I 
saw with a small shock that Jim’s look was 
direct, almost arrogant. “My wife. face 
her,” his eyes had said. “Tell her. Tell her 
if you want to!” 

It was the last rejection. 

His wife took my hand confidently. truly 
welcoming, and said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t 
know Jim was busy. I'll wait outside. dar- 
ling. Don’t hurry for my sake. I’ve plenty 
of time.” 

I said nothing, made no response with 
my frozen lips to her smile. The “darling” 
hurt. The clear eyes, the quiet sense of be- 
longing, which showed in all the girl’s 
movements, cut through my painful 
dreams. 

My last chance was slipping away, per- 


marriage. 





haps was gone already. The happiness | 
had sought so desperately was here before 
me, a love more secure than anything Jim 
and I had ever achieved together. A wife. 
not a lover. A woman who could wait. sure 
of him. 

I began to speak. It was some unneces. 
sary remark about the weather. I jug 
couldn’t think of anything else to say. Per. 
haps Jim mistook and mistrusted me. fo; 
he said quickly, almost defiantly, “No, 
don’t go, Sue. Miss Leigh just dropped in ty 
see me. She’s an old friend.” He added de. 
liberately, his eyes still on me, “I’ve men. 
tioned her to you, darling. Kathie Leigh.” 

“Oh.” The girl’s face went solemn for a 
moment a little embarrassed. She was a 
little embarrassed, but not frightened. “Oh, 
yes. How are you?” 

Jim was demonstrating, I knew, that his 
marriage was too strong to break, even 
against my news. I sensed the complete 
understanding between them, their uncon- 
scious drawing together as they faced me. 
They had what I could never have, because 
I had destroyed my capacity to love as this 
girl loved. 

They were watching me, both of them. 





I Love You Tonight 
I love you tonight 

Of this I am sure. 

It may not endure 

Until dawn’s early light; 
And yet it may be 

Through eternity. 

I love you tonight. 

—Binga Dismond 





and I saw the same look in both of them— 
not defiance. but pity. 

“T was just going,” I said with a numb 
composure. “I’m glad to have met you,” | 
added, rising stiffly and standing before 
them, “Mrs. Bellamy.” 

The search was over. It had succeeded 
and failed. I had missed my last chance, be- 
cause there had never been a chance, never 
since that foolish “gentleman’s agreement” 
that we should—live together without in- 
sisting on marriage. 

Strangely, the emptiness of my quest 
seemed to lessen, not sharpen my pain. 
Now that my hopes of getting Jim back 
were dead, the fear of disappointment to- 
morrow was dead, too. 

Without another word I walked into the 
street and found myself gazing calmly to 
wards the setting sun. Plans came unex 
pectedly into my mind. I would get a job 
now, and stick to it. I would start all over 
again and forget the past completely. Per 
haps there was always another chance. 

As I walked on, my glance caught an 
empty baby buggy standing in a porch. its 
young occupant safe in bed now. I felt. 
with a new resignation, the old thrust of 
pain at my heart. Perhaps it was true that 
there would be another chance for me. 
another life. But this pain was something 
I knew I would carry with me for always. 


THE END 
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The Troubles Of Nat King Cole 


(Continued from Page 23) 


And then there was the period at Wen- 
dell Phillips’ High School in Chicago that 
Nat realized all of his baseball playing 
would end right there. It was the pre- 
Jackie Robinson age and a boy with a 
black skin didn’t have a Chinaman’s 
chance of becoming a major league base- 
ball player. But it left him loving the 
game for keeps, knowing it could never 
love him. 

And then there was the job he quit in 
Chicago when he was a struggling piano 
player, where he had to climb a ladder to 
get from his dressing room to the stage. 
The white manager used to step on his 
fingers as he climbed. laugh in his face 
and tell him he would never be anything 
but a bum. And there was a drunken white 
man who brought about the greatest popu- 
lar voice in America by force when he in- 
sisted that jazz pianist Nat King Cole sing 
a song called Sweet Lorraine or possibly 
get fired. 

And there was the Nat King Cole who 
wanted only the best home possible for his 
wife and children when he purchased an 
$85,000 mansion in Los Angeles’ lily- 
white Hancock Park. but who met a con- 
certed effort to keep him out because his 
face was black. One resident told him: 
“We don’t want any undesirable people 
coming into this neighborhood.” Nat kept 
his head, replied as a gentleman: “Neither 
do I. If I see anybody undesirable coming 
in here, Ill be the first to complain.” 

Somewhere between the Atlantic and the 
Pacific and even beyond. Nat King Cole’s 
voice goes out over the airwaves at least 
once every 30 minutes and most of his fans 
are white because in this country less than 
one in every 10 persons is a Negro. It is 
extremely difficult for an artist to satisfy 
all his fans in keeping with the unrealistic 
American dream because the fact of racial 
segregation and discrimination makes it 
only a paper moon, just as phony as it 
can be. 

Then too, the sweet flypaper of success 
holds you to it either greedily or not at 
all, lets you fall freely into obscurity in 


the never-come-back land of failure. “Once 
people get to know a star,” Nat said one 
night backstage at Chicago’s Chez Paree, 
“T mean really know him. a lot of them 
are disillusioned. They create you in the 
image of the symbol of what they want 
you to be. I can’t live my own life. I have 
to give up a lot, sacrifice. Before doing a 
thing. I have to give it a second thought: 
How will this look? How will people in- 
terpret this?” Yet, he knows: “You can’t 
have your cake and eat it too. If you’re 
going to be famous. you’ve got to give up 
something.” 

But back in the late 1930s. in the pre- 
TV era. when World War II was a seed 
which had not yet reached fruition, when 
radio was an advertising God and Korea 
was called Chosen. when Amelia Earhart. 
the aviatrix was in the headlines because 
she was going to attempt flying around the 
world. when Desi Arnaz and Ozzie Nelson 
were great bandleaders and Nathaniel 
Coles was a jazz pianist playing for pea- 
nuts in some half-lit, smoke-filled den: 
then, says Nat: “I was happy, gay and 
carefree.” 

Yet. for all his worries and troubles. the 
singer who has made $25.000 for 20-min- 
utes work. who charmed a bitter Europe 
with the sweetness of his voice. says: “I 
play it cool. I’m not carried away. I know 
I’m lucking it through.” But if by lucking 
it through Nat means developing one of 
the greatest talents of our time. then in- 
deed he is lucking it through. 

“Nat is a person of great faith.” says 
his father. “and deep down inside I think 
he knows that one day soon he will have 
his show sponsored. Nat has never failed 
at anything he set out to do.” 

And if this is true. then on the day that 
Nat bows out of show business. he’ll begin 
a wonderful retirement. For, said Nat: “If 
I ever get rich. ['m going to buy me a 
plane and get a box in every ball park in 
the country. then I’m going to fly from 
city to city and do nothing but watch base- 
ball games. And in the winter. I'll go 
down to Cuba and watch the games down 


there.” THE END 








Peggy was strait-laced, small-town schoolteacher 
who thought she knew all about life. 

That was before that fateful 

summer in New York. 
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Wolves Didn’t Want Me 


(Continued from Page 35) 


begged Elaine to forget her plan. 

“Why?” Elaine demanded, planting 
herself in front of me, hands on hips. 

“Elaine, honey,” I pleaded. “Don’t you 
see what you’re doing? What makes you 
think a fellow like Eddie Mitchell could 
be really interested in me—even enough 
just to take me out on a date. If he has 
agreed to do it, it’s only because your Ron 
asked him and because you asked Ron. I 
don’t want dates like that, Elaine. I want 
people to take me out because they like 
me, not for a favor. Why don’t you and 
Ron just take in the show alone. Don’t 
worry about me.” 

I was surprised to see a blazing fury 
in Elaine’s eyes. 

“Now. you listen to me, Gladys,” she 
stormed. “You’re going to get this ridicu- 
lous idea of not being wanted and not being 
worthy out of your mind and you're going 
to start right this minute. When Eddie 
comes to ask you to go out with him to- 
morrow, you're going to act like a girl in- 
stead of a darned fool. You’re going to say 
yes and you’re going to go out with us 
and have a good time. You’re going to 
look pretty and you’re going to find out 
that there’s something to life besides 
homework and your precious mother and 
father. You’re going to do this, you hear. 
Because, if you don’t, you can just get 
ready to be snubbed like you’ve never been 
snubbed before the next time I see you.” 


Tuat DID IT. I was prepared to go to 

any lengths now to do what Elaine 
demanded. I could hardly get my proper 
sleep that night, however, trying to figure 
out how to act when Eddie Mitchell ap- 
proached me the next day. I hoped I 
wouldn’t make a fool of myself. He was 
such a handsome, sophisticated boy. The 
thought of even talking with him scared 
me utterly. I was in for a pleasant sur- 
prise. 

During lunch period. Eddie sauntered 
over. There was none of the smart-alec 
attitude with which he was associated. He 
was an earnest, good-looking kid asking a 
girl for a date. His manner put me at 
ease even before I realized what was hap- 
pening. He even apologized for the way 
the date was coming about. 

“IT don’t usually go for having someone 
else suggest that I take a girl out.” he told 
me. “But in this case. I guess I was lucky 
because I’ve been noticing you for a long 
time and never thought you’d give me a 
tumble. You know, I thought you were 
strictly the studious type.” 

After all the mental torture I’d been 
through about this encounter, I was 
charmed to have it turn out this way. The 
boy was actually acting as though he 
wanted to take me out. as if he were really 
interested in me. We. talked until it was 


time to go back to classes. Across th 
lunch hall, I could see Elaine stealing a 
proving glances. She usually ate lunch wi 
me but had left me on my own on thi 
important day. 

I guess I became a new person afte 
that. The date was to be that weekend, | 
spent the entire week thinking about j 
planning for it. Elaine helped me sele 
some new clothes and decide just how |; 
wear my hair. I bubbled over with antic. 
pation and enthusiasm. Elaine was ver 
pleased with my reaction. 

“See how silly you’ve been all along’ 
she told me. I nodded happily. 

“You’re so good to me, Elaine,” I said 
I was feeling all sentimental and teary. 

The big Friday night arrived. Afte 
school. I took all my things to Elaine: 
house. I was to have dinner and dres 
there. Eddie and Ron had obtained ticket 
for an exciting new play. After that, v 
were to have supper at a_ sophisticate/ 
little restaurant. I felt like a Hollywoo 
star or somebody as the four of us got int 
Ron’s roadster. I hadn’t needed Elaine ti 
tell me I was looking wonderful that night 
Surveying myself in the mirror, I knoy 
that the chic clothes, the tasteful hair-d 
and, above all, the inner glow which 
seemed to make me all radiant—eye 
shining. face sparkling—eager—had magi. 
cally produced a new Gladys. Ron drov 
and Eddie and I sat in the rear of the car 
There was a bantering exchange of con- 
versation between Eddie, Elaine and Ro 
and, without realizing it, before we hai 
arrived at the parking lot near the theatre 
I had become involved in it too. I forgo! 
my shyness. I was out on a date—my firs 
—and fF felt like I was wanted. 

The play lived up to all the advanee 
notices. I enjoyed it immensely. Dad¢j 
and mother had often taken me to the 
theatre. but I had never known the ir 
timacy of entering into a world of make 
believe with a companion like Eddie. He 
was so attentive, wanting to know whether 
I could see well. explaining in whisper 
things I didn’t know about some of the 
actors. 

During intermission, Elaine and Ro 
and Eddie and I got separated in the 
crowd. Eddie and I stood in the crowded 
lobby. I was sipping on the orange drink he 
had bought me and we talked lightly and 
easily as if we had known each other for 
long. long time. It terrified me at first 
then thrilled me when, during the first pat! 
of the final act. Eddie’s hand sought mine 
and we sat there. holding hands until the 
curtain went down on the final wonderiil 
scene. The closing scene was one packed 
with tragic drama. I didn’t realize it, 4 
first. but Eddie’s fingers had closed tighter 
over mine and my fingers had responded t® 
his. It was the kind of involuntary, mutudl 
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expression between two people who are 
sharing a fine experience. As we left the 
theatre and went out into the soft-stirring 
night air, I was so happy I could have 
cried. 


E HAD a charming time at the small, 

red tableclothed Italian restaurant. 
Eddie asked me to let him order for me. 
He called for some fabulous spaghetti dish 
which looked too good to eat and also like 
too much for any one person to handle. We 
had a bottle of perfectly fine wine. I didn’t 
know which was the greatest—the food. 
the wine or the conversation. Eddie and I 
seemed to be able to find so many things 
to talk about, things on which to agree so 
definitely or to disagree so completely. We 
stimulated each other. I had had no idea 
he could be so serious or entertaining. We 
got so deep into our private conversation, 
in fact. that Elaine teasingly objected. 

“Hey, you two.” she called across the 
table to us. “This is supposed to be a four- 
sme. If you guys want to be intellectual, 
why not go out by yourselves.” 

Everybody laughed. But then Eddie fol- 
lowed through. 

“Cood idea,” he said, turning to 
“Going out by ourselves. I mean. I’ve got 
bids for the Sportsmen’s dance two weeks 
fom tonight. Will with me, 
Gladys?” 

I wanted to disappear under the table, 
I was so ecstatically. unbelievingly happy. 
Eddie was asking me, without any 


me. 


you fo 


J 
ones 


prompting. He was asking me for a date. 
“Of course, I'll go.” I said self-con- 
siously. 
“That’s a fine howdy-do.” Ron declared 


in mock hurt. “Elaine and I are going to 
the Sportsmen too. How come we can’t all 
go together? Or are you two people too 
yood for peasants like us?” 

There was more laughter. 
living it up. 
don’t 
happier than I. 


Oh. 
being young and happy. I 
anyone could have been 
Suddenly. a new life had 
opened up for me. Suddenly, in the space 
ofa night of thrills, I had walked out of 
the shadows which had always surrounded 
me, 


we were 


suppose 


Coming out of the restaurant. we piled 
into Ron’s car. It was, 
cerned, the end of a lovely evening. 
Eddie had different ideas. 

“It’s real early, Gladys.” 

“Not even midnight. 
home right away?” 

I knew that my answer should be yes, 
but I was for anything to prolong the hap- 
by time I was having. I adopted the 
“phisticated “I can stay out as late as I 
want” attitude. 

“Good,” Eddie said happily. 
called out to Ron. “Listen. 
Gladys and me in front of my house. We're 
going to pick up my car and go for a drive. 
We feel exclusive tonight.” 

Ron and Elaine teased us mercilessly. I 
could tell that Elaine was most gratified. 


as far as I was con- 


But 


he whispered to 
You have to be 


Then he 


Ron. drop 


Her pupil, who had held back for so long, 
was learning fast. 

We into Eddie’s little coupe and 
drove out of the city, out toward the sub- 
urbs. All the while, the gay talk passed 
between us. Just as I was getting a bit 
nervous about the hour and was ready to 
suggest that we turn back toward home, 
Eddie pulled over on an unobtrusive side 


got 


road: cut his motor and killed the lights. 
He leaned back. stretched out his arms 
in a hearty yawn. kept his right arm out 


behind me and around my shoulder. 

“Come here, baby.” 

I forgot my fears about time. 
before been alone with a like this. 
I'd never before been kissed like Eddie 
kissed me. I knew it was dangerous. I 
knew it was delightful. Suddenly. with- 
out any past experience. I knew how to ac- 
cept love and to return it. Eddie was so 
sweet. affectionate and tender. Then sud- 
denly he wasn’t. Suddenly the thrilling 
kisses turned into something more mean- 
Suddenly the caresses weren’t ca- 
They were what I’d been brought 
“pawing,” something in- 
and sinister. Suddenly. 
boy who had been a gentleman 
animal, a 
pleading with me 


he commanded. 
I'd never 
boy 


ingful. 
resses. 
up to know as 
decent 
attentive 
all 


beast who was begging. 


this sweet. 


evening long. became an 
to give in. 

The pink cloud I’d been existing on for 
hours turned ominously black. In a rush 
of understanding, I realized what was hap- 

I realized how I'd been taken for 
Eddie wasn’t interested in me. after 
He wasn’t 


pening. 
a fool. 
all. as he had pretended to be. 
interested in me as a decent girl who could 
be taken out on a date and respected. Ed- 
He was a hand- 
I was sup- 


die had played me cheap. 
some boy, much in demand. 
posed to be swept off my feet because. 
after all. what else had I to offer but a few 
hot hours in the dark. I wasn’t the type he 
would ask to the school prom or take home 
to meet his folks. I the 
should be flattered to be given the oppor- 
tunity and immoral with any- 
one like Eddie who was willing to give me 
a break. All he wanted was for me to give 
in to him and I’d probably never see him 


was type who 


be loose 


again. 

All the eestasy which had been bubbling 
boiled 
shoved Eddie from me with a viciousness 
which even surprised me. I slapped his 
face hard as the tears streamed down my 
cheeks. 


“Take me home,” 


inside of me over into anger. I 


I screamed. “Take me 


home. I should have known. I should have 
known- 
Eddie 


at me for a long minute. Then he quietly 
started up the car and headed back toward 


I dissolved into tears. sat looking 


home. We didn’t say a word to each other. 
I was bowed down under the weight of my 
bitter thoughts. What a fool I had been to 
believe he had wanted me for myself. I 
had dressed up and primped up, trying to 


disguise the fact that I was just another 
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You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It's easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
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s Gold Medal Hair Products, inc. SENDNO * 
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POEMS 


3 Wanted to be set to music. 

Any subject. Send Poems today. 

x Immediate consideration. 

* Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 228 Beacon Bidg., Boston, Mass. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute, 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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overweight girl trying to delude her way 
through a rose-colored dream. Well, now 
I knew better. I knew what I was and 
where I stood. All that fine philosophy of 
Elaine’s had trapped me into playing a 
liculous role. All I wanted to do was get 
me and I'd stay there. I’d go back to my 
ld life: school, study and being with my 
parents who didn’t care how I looked but 
ed me anyhow. It was easy for Elaine to 
She had everything that fellows like 
and Eddie wanted. Now that I 
eht about it. Elaine hadn’t really been 
friend. All these years she had been 
ng me—using me to do her homework. 
» me as a companion, the plain, unat- 
tive companion who set off the beauty 
her more attractive friend. It was an old 
ick girls like Elaine had used for years. 
[ had been dope enough to go for it. I 

t care if I never saw Elaine again. 
1s I got out of Eddie’s car in front of 
house, I didn’t care if I ever saw him 
in either. He tried to say something 
before I got out, but I wouldn’t 
listen. I got out of the car, slammed the 
ran up my steps. door keys in hand 
in a few minutes, I was in bed. My 
tful thoughts wouldn’t let me sleep. 

[ was so unhappy I couldn’t even cry. 


THE FOLLOWING Monday. I went out 
f my way to miss Elaine at school. 
When I did bump into her, I pretended to 
my way to keep an appointment with 
grade advisor. 

Elaine came over to my house that after- 
right after school. That was when 
began making conversation with me 
ibout the Sportsmen’s dance. It seems 
Eddie had had the nerve to tell her he and 
[ had fallen out and that he wanted to find 
whether I was going to keep my date 
him for the dance. I thought I could 
through this. Actually what Eddie 
up to, I figured. was making sure I 
no illusions still about going to the 
dance with him. After learning he couldn’t 
me give in to him, he probably 
nted to make another date with some 
cooperative girl, but he didn’t want 
it until he was safely relieved of any 
ligation to me. Well, he needn’t worry. 
\fter Elaine had left that afternoon—at 
invitation—I settled down grimly to 
homework. I worked right up until 
upper time. At the table, I managed to 
off my parents’ curiosity about my 
restrained manner and my reluc- 
tance to join in the usually lively conversa- 
[ went right back upstairs to my 
room after helping Mother with the dishes. 
Daddy said he was going for a walk and 

told me not to work too hard. 


+ 


to do 


It must have been about ten when I 
heard Daddy come in. He came right up- 
t to my room. 


Honey. I want to talk to you,” he said 
[ answered his knock on my firmly 


closed door. 


in no mood for talk but I couldn’t 
hurt Daddy. He sprawled out lazily in my 
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big chair next to the window. puffing on 
his pipe for a few minutes. Then he sat 
up and looked at me carefully. He knocked 
out his pipe in the ash tray I kept specially 
for him. 

“Come here, little girl.” he said. It was 
the same thing he used to say to me when 
I was really a little girl. 

I don’t know how I got across the room 
because Daddy’s tone. a tone that let me 
know he knew I was suffering, had caused 
my eyes to become tear-blinded. The next 
thing I knew was that I was sitting on his 
knee just like I wasn’t a big teen-ager. His 
arms were around me and my head was 
resting on his shoulder. I was erying hard 
and deep. He let me cry. Then he talked. 

“T just had a little conference with 
Elaine.” Daddy told me. “No. she hasn’t 
been telling tales out of school. I went to 
her. I knew, at supper. that something was 
wrong. I know the whole story. the whole 
story. honey, because. after I talked to 
Elaine, I looked up your friend, Eddie. I 
did that because I had a hunch he was a 
pretty nice boy.” 

Daddy paused. The suspense made me 
stop crying. 

“T was right,” Daddy continued. 

“He’s not nice.” I said angrily. “He’s—” 
I stopped then. There were some things I 
couldn’t even tell Daddy. 

But I found out I didn’t have to. I found 
out that Daddy really knew everything. 

“Silly little girl.’ my father told me 
tenderly. “You’re ashamed aren’t you? 
Ashamed because you sneaked off in a car 
and went necking with a boy and because 
he tried to make you misbehave?” 

My face was hot with shame. 

“How did you—?” I began. 

“Eddie told me.” Daddy said. “That’s 
how I know he’s a good kid. Telling me 
what he did took courage. I could have 
been one of these self-righteous fathers 
who would beat him within an inch of his 
life for what he told me. But I’m not. 
Besides. it was just as much your fault as 
his, so why should 1?” 

I was outraged. 

“My fault?” I huffed. 

“That’s right,” Daddy said mildly. “You 
go off with this kid. early in the morning, 
in a car. You let him kiss and hug you 

and then you expect him not to try to go 
further. After all, honey. he’s a full- 
blooded. manly youngster and you're a de- 
sirable young girl.” 

“Desirable!” I repeated sarcastically. 

“Eddie thinks Daddy answered 
mildly. “Eddie thinks you’re the most de- 
sirable girl he knows. I might as well tell 
you that because. after all. you like him 
too. Don’t you?” 

I never could lie to Daddy. 

“Yes. Daddy, I do.” I admitted tearfully. 
“That’s why I feel so bad about the way 
he acted.” 

“Women!” Daddy snorted. “First you 
were unhappy because you thought nobody 
could want you or love you or think you 
desirable. I didn’t know about that foolish- 


” 
so, 


ness until I talked with Elaine. Then, aft 
you act like a little slut and lead a boy q 
you're insulted because he lets himself y 
You’re all alike.” 

I stared at Daddy, appalled that he ha 
called me a slut. But I saw he was smiliy 
that smile that always makes me want }) 
kiss him hard. 

“Look, honey,” he went on. The smik 
was gone now. “Let me tell you som 
thing. If I’ve ever seen a kid in love, jt, 
this Eddie fellow. And if I’ve ever see 
a girl in love, it’s you. Maybe it’s why 
some of us grown-ups call puppy-love. § 
what if it is? I think it’s great. Eddi 
appreciates you. He thinks you're pretty 
He likes the way you make him feel whe 
you are together. He likes to talk to you 
He even likes the way you refused to gi 
in. He wants to take you to the dance an{ 
he’s worried sick that you won’t go. 

“Maybe I’m wrong. Maybe you don} 
like him as much as he likes you. Mayle 
you'd like to cling to that old song an/ 
dance you’ve taught yourself that no on 
could like you because you’re not shapei 
like Marilyn Monroe. Well, I hope, what 
ever you do, that you'll learn pretty quick 
that when you go for someone, you go for 
them—not because they have blonde hair 
or a certain size hips, but because you go 
for them. I think Eddie is a smart boy to 
like you. I think he has good taste. | 
sort of go for you myself, so I understand. 
But if you’re going to be simple and insist 
on hurting yourself with that complex of 
yours about not having curves, go ahead. 
Maybe, some day you’ll find someone else 
like Eddie. I doubt it, but maybe.” 

I wasn’t crying any more. I was think 
ing hard and fast. I was thinking about 
Eddie and how different he’d turned out to 
be—different than anything I’d dared 
dream. I was thinking how childish I had 
been. I hadn’t even liked myself, how 
could I have expected someone else to like 
me? And when I’d found someone who 
did, I didn’t have sense enough to know it. 
I knew now that I had been standing in 
my own light. I had been worried about a 
few extra pounds I had, a couple of curves 
I didn’t have. I had been worried about 
not being the type men whistled at. Who 
needed to be whistled at when a sweet kid 
—maybe fresh, but sweet—like Eddie was 
feeling badly because I had given him the 
brush? 

Daddy was looking at me solemnly. It 
seemed as though he could read my every 
thought. He certainly read the one rush 
ing through my brain at the moment. 

“Yes, dear.” he said with tender ex 
asperation as he shoved me off his knee, 
reached for his pipe and prepared to leave 
my room. “Yes, dear, I'll give you the mon- 
ey for a new outfit for the Sportsmen 
dance.” 

He kissed me lightly on my forehead and 
went out, down the hall. I heard him mut 
ter: “Women.” Then I heard him chuckle. 

Suddenly, I was laughing. | THE END 
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Elvis Presley 
(Continued from Page 31) 


frst record—T hat’s Alright, Mama. I had 
heard Arthur (Big Boy) Crudup sing it 
and I thought I would like to try it. That 
was it.” 

Thus Presley, with such a background, 
would seem to have as much right as any- 
one to sing the kind of music he has heard 
and loved all his life. 

His own taste in listening music today 
runs to ballads. “I like stuff like Roy 
Hamilton does,” he says. He also likes folk 
music, and numbers among his collection 
two Josh White albums. However, he has 
his doubts about certain types of jazz. As 
he explains it: “Real progressive I don’t 
understand.” And he never thought much 
of the calypso fad, although he declares, 
“T always liked Harry Belafonte’s work.” 

One of Presley’s favorite performers is 
ballad singer Nat Cole, whom Presley went 
to visit while both were doing movie work 
at MGM studios recently. 

In addition to admiring the work of 
many Negro performers, Presley has a 
Negro to thank for two of his biggest 
songs, Don’t Be Cruel, which earned him 
$202,500, and All Shook Up, which brought 
Presley $135,000. The writer New 
Yorker Otis Blackwell, who won’t say what 
he has made from his dealings with Pres- 
ley, but reveals: “I got a good deal. I 
made money. I’m happy.” Any time Black- 
well knocks off a tune which he feels 
Presley’s style. he passes it along to him, 
thereby earning more if Presley decides to 
record it than Blackwell could by using 
his own singing talents. 

The success of Elvis Presley is 
compared to that of his No. 1 Negro coun- 
terpart, Fats Domino, whose earnings will 
stop at around $700.000 this year, as com- 
pared with Presley’s near $2,000,000. 
(Domino does not draw fat movie and con- 
sumer product fees.) 

But Presley is not a pretender to the 
crown as king of rock roll. Says he 
frankly: “A lot of people seem to think I 
started this business. But rock ’n roll was 
here a long time before I came along. No- 
body can sing that kind of music like col- 
ored people. Let’s face it: I can’t sing it 
like Fats Domino can. I know that.” Pres- 
ley added that he buys “a lot of Fats’ 
records, like Blueberry Hill and I’m Walk- 
in’.” 

Thus Prccler makes no secret of his re- 
spect for the work of Negroes, nor of their 
influence on his own singing. Furthermore, 
he does not now shun them. either in pub- 
lic or private. At a Memphis radio station 
charity show for needy Negro children last 
year, Elvis showed up unannounced to lend 
support to the affair. 

Nevertheless, Elvis Presley has been the 
object of a nationwide rumor that he once 
said: “The only thing that Negroes can do 
for me is shine my shoes and buy my rec- 
ords.” Most rumors had him saying it 


was 


often 


either in Boston or on the Edward R. Mur- 
row TV show, Person to Person. They lost 
their effect, however, when it was revealed 
this summer that Presley has never been 
either place—in Boston or on Murrow’s 
show. 

The remark was also denied by Presley 
himself, by business and by 
Negro friends who said they could never 
believe he would say such a thing. As one 
white business associate put it: “To him 
people are people, regardless of race, color 


associates, 


and _ creed. He doesn’t even think 
along those lines. It’s not in his nature.” 
THE END 





Too Young To Marry 


(Continued from Page 10) 


exciting, impatient, attractive date. Now, 
in a matter of minutes behind the wheel 
of a car, he showed another side of him- 


self—a profane, lawless, selfish side. 
Could I really marry such a man, or 


was it too late to turn back, even if I 
wanted to? 

I only had a moment to think about 
it, for just then I realized Joey had 


turned off the expressway and was flash- 
ing through an intersection—straight into 
the path of a car coming across from the 


right! 
Joey cursed wildly and pulled at the 
wheel. The terrible squeal of tires tor- 


turing themselves on concrete pierced 
my ears, and I was thrown hard against 


the side of the car. 


I must have lost consciousness for a 
moment, for the next thing I knew, our 


car was up on the sidewalk and Joey was 
out of it and arguing savagely with a little 
brown man with thinning hair. The man 
was my father. 

“Joey!” I cried, climbing out of the 
car and rushing to stop the abuse he was 
heaping upon Daddy. 

“This old goat damned near killed us,” 


Joey snarled, ignoring the fact that he 
should have yielded the right-of-way to 
the car on his right. 

A look of surprise swept my father’s 


face as he saw me. 
young man, Gloria,” 


“Are you with this 
he asked quietly. 


“Yes. We—we were out riding,” I 
managed. 
“Then I think you had better ride the 


rest of the way with me,” he said. 


I nodded. 


Joey was standing there in disbelief. 
He had never seen my father before. I 


turned to him as I started to Daddy’s car. 
I said, 


I wasn’t really sorry at all. 


and walked away. 
I had been 


“T’m sorry,” 


marriage to 
up a lot in 
but Joey was still 


saved from premature an 
immature boy. I had 
those last few minutes, 
kid. 
And | that when I was 
ready for marriage, I would know to look 
beyond the surface of the man I chose. 


THE END 


grown 


knew really 








GRAY HAIR STAYS 
DYED FOREVER 


WHERE DYED THE LADY LENNOX WAY 
And your gray, faded, streaked, old- 
looking hair is INSTANTLY dyed a 
glistening, lovely, jet black on contact 
with Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. No 
waiting! Can’t rub off, come off on pil- 
lows, or wash off. Only new hair that 
grows out has to be touched up at scalp 
line. Hair looks natural, younger, more 
beautiful. Any woman or man can do 
perfect job. Lady Lennox DOES NOT 
hurt marcels or straightened hair. Mrs. 
E. R. writes, “Lady Lennox did wonders 
for my hair.” Mrs. I. M. writes, “Lady 
Lennox is the best I ever used.” And, 
Lady Lennox Hair Coloring has been 
proven by over 6,000,000 packages sold! 
It’s the world’s largest seller at only 
60c plus tax! At druggists, or. DOUBLE 
BOTTLE treatment (Jet Black, Black 
or Dark Brown) sent postpaid for $1.00 
plus 10c tax (total $1.10) or, sent C.O.D. 
for $1.50. Send money and save 40c. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed or money back. 
LADY LENNOX CO., Box 2027, Dept. T 
MEMPHIS 2, TENN., ©1957, L.L. Co. 


‘SONG POEMS Wanted 


We specialize in Rhythm and 
Blues, Religious, Popular, and 
Love songs. Send your poems 
for prompt FREE examination 
and details. 


PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
ARCADE BOX 2724, NASHVILLE, TENN. 


















Widths ae fashion this season is our 
Cc-D- in Black Suede; Black or 
. sizes Red. call, 3” heels. Other styles 
o11 to . 
$6.95 


Money back quar. 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. bt 70. ¥ : ag St. 
FREE BOOK Victims of 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 
Send name on postcard today for your FREE 
copy if you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chock- 
ing, wheezing and groves © ed breath. Even if you consider 
your case*‘hopeless’’—get thi E book. Send no money. 
M.L.Haymann, 76-G , State Life oe enema 4,Ind. 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic, Make men love you. 
i » be irresisti- 
ble and terrific in your roma ng 

S. ny orp lasts for da 
ae $5 value. Only $2 with order 

2.75 if C.O. ” with directions. 
t "PE RSONAL LY GUARAN a ent a 
you are not COMPLETEI ATI 
FIED within 10 Soon I'l "pend your 
$2 right back. Write NOW. 































LAMOUR CO., Dept. 11T, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 


PLAY GUITAR 





-— IN VT DAYS 
ORGET MONEY BACK 


Surprise Friends, Relatives, Have 
Popularity And Fun Galore! 
In this introductory offer you get TOP RA- 
DIO GUITARIST ED SALE’S famous 66 
page secret system worth $2.75 which posi- 
tively teaches you to play a beautiful song 
the first day and any song by ear or note in 
seven days! Contains 52 photos, 87 finger 
placing charts, ete. Shows how to tune, 
keep time, build chords, bass runs, dance 
chords, swing, ete., plus 110 popular and 
words and music; a $1.00 Chord Finder of 
-00 Guitarist 
ALL THREE 
Just name and ad- 






western songs, 
all the chords used in ese beg a $2 
Book of Knowledge—TOTAL VALUE $5.75 


for only $2.98. SEND NO MONEY; 
dress, pay postman $2.98 plus C. O. D. postage. (Or send 
$3.00 with order and I pay postage. ) Same Guarantee. 
(Sorry, no €. O. D. to APO, FPO or outside U. S. A, 
Canada and Foreign $3.00 with order.) 


ED SALE, Studio 129-A, Bradley Beach, N. J. 
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God Forbade Our Marriage 


(Continued from Page 39) 


unlikely that I would meet any of my old 
friends. Memory of my real parents and 
my early years was fast fading from my 
mind. 

What about Harry? 

I forgot him, too, because I never saw 
him. In the months immediately following 
my arrival in Cleveland, I missed him a 
great deal, asked about him often, wanted 
to see him. But Aunt—Mother Lucille— 
always had an excuse. I was to notice 
later that whenever I asked about Harry 
I received a dazzling new gift, I was taken 
to an exciting place, or new kids were 
brought into my life. The plot thickened, 
and I was the innocent one. 

Life went on. 


\ OM LUCILLE was strict, but she 

loved me, and she showed it in many 
ways. She loved me so much she was 
jealous. 

Uncle Will. whom I learned to call Papa, 
was a nice guy, fun to be with. When he 
was home, he was never too busy to play 
with me, to talk to me, to read the funny 
papers with me. 

Everything considered, I had a good life. 
4 good home. Nice clothes. Plenty of good 
food. Some friends. I didn’t start thinking 
much until I was older. 

And time passed pretty fast, erasing 
memories. With Mom prodding me, and 
proud of me, I make good grades in school. 
I finished grade school with a straight-A 
average. High school was a frightening 
challenge only before I got into it. After 
that. I had no trouble. 

I was growing. developing physically 
and mentally. Our neighborhood was 
changing, too. When we first moved in, it 
was all-white, except us. Over the years, 
it heeame mixed, half-white, half-Negro. 
Naturally, that made a difference at school. 

Despite my restricted upbringing. I 
wasn’t prejudiced. Kids were kids. I 
started to form friendships of my own, and 
thus I became a problem at home. Mom 
tried her best to guide me without being 
heavy-handed. She continued to pick 
friends for me, all light-skinned or white 
kids. She arranged parties at the house 
and never invited any dark-skinned kids. 
She always took me downtown to shop, 
paid my way to downtown shows, made 
contacts with light-skinned families who 
shared her own color prejudices. 

But I had a mind of my own. too. 

The most outstanding player on our high 
school football team was a dark-skinned 
Negro boy. a lithe, well-built. attractive 
boy, named Willie Williamson. He fell in 
love mith me. And I liked him very much. 

He was more than just an athlete. He 
Was smart, too. His father was a dentist, 
and he wanted to follow his father’s career. 


He participated in many school activities. 
He was, successively, president of the jun- 
ior class, president of the senior class, and, 
in the last half of his senior year, president 
of the student body. He earned the latter 
job after the previous president graduated. 

He was the prize-catch of the campus. 

Our romance began in a class room one 
day when he walked up to me and said, 
es 

A bit flippantly, for I knew who he was, 
I said: “Hi, yourself.” 

“I’m Willie Williamson,” he said. 
“Who’re you?” 

“Anna Braxton.” 

“I’m happy to meet you, 
you doing tonight?” 

“Going home and study and go to bed,” 


I said. 


Anna. What’re 


“Lots of fun,” he said, half question- 
ingly. 
“It’s my life,” I said. 


“So it is,” “Would you mind 


say for a movie 


he replied. 
if I horned in sometime, 
date.” 


“That might take some doing,” I told 
him. 

“Oh. You’ve got a boy friend?” 

“Well—no.” 

He was ‘waaiiel for a moment. Then he 
asked: 


“Your parents?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“They don’t like for you to go out with 
boys?” 

“Yes—I mean, 
no.” 

He was amused. 

“Suppose.” he 


no—I mean—yes and 


said with a smile, “we 
start all over.” 

I was thrilled to know that the great 
Willie Williamson was interested in me. 
But why did he have to push me so far 
just after he had first said hello? Why did 
he have to become a problem right off the 
bat? I couldn’t tell him that my parents 
(my mother at least) were color struck! 

“Willie.” I said, trying to keep the con- 
versation light. “I know you’re a fast man 
when you’re rushing down-field with a foot- 
ball. But I’m not a football. How about 
slowing down?” 

That didn’t throw him. nor stop him. 

“You've got a point there,” he admitted. 
“Why don’t we discuss it after class over 
at The Hut?” 

The Hut was a hang-out for the high 
school kids, just across the street from the 
main auditorium. It was a sort of sand- 
wich and ice cream shop with jukebox and 
Formica-topped tables and_hard-seated 
chairs. 

“Okay,” I said. 

“Tt’s a date.” Willie said. 

“T won’t.” T said. 


And I didn’t. 


“Don’t forget.” 
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But MY ROMANCE with Willie wasn’t 

a happy thing. Both of us had prob- 
lems. He was too full of himself, his touch- 
downs and his school offices. He was too 
dark for Mom Lucille. 

We sneaked a few dates. 
felt tight and uncomfortable. 

Willie wanted to hurry things, to 
close to me, to have sex. 

That was out of the question. 

After a few weeks, he dismissed me as 
a square and we broke up. 

He never would have been an influence 
in my life except for one incident: 

During a United Negro College Fund 
drive, Willie was asked to appear on a 
church program. He had invited me along. 
On the pretext that I was going to a movie 
with some “approved” girl friends, I went 
along with Willie. 

Now, up to that time. I had been pretty 
open-minded about college. I had no spe- 
cial choice, and I knew Mom Lucille had 
set her mind on my attending Oberlin. 
That was all right with me. Oberlin was 
a fine school. 

But that Sunday afternoon, listening to 
impassioned speeches and a mixed boy 
and girl choir from one of the colleges, I 
decided that I wasn’t going to become an 
Oberliner, no matter how great it happened 
to be. 

I decided, right then and there, that I 
was going to enroll at a Negro school in 
the South. 

Maybe it was the underdog spirit in me. 

Maybe it was the music. 

Maybe it was the fact that I was being 
presented something new, learning some- 
thing. 

Regardless, I had made up my mind. 

Secretly, I wrote to several Negro 
schools, requesting catalogues. Four re- 
plied favorably. I picked a famous private 
school located in Virginia—and almost 
broke up our household. 

At first, Mom Lucille was adamant: I 
wasn’t going to attend any Negro school. 
She raved and ranted. Negro schools were 
inferior, she said. I would be faced with 
racial discrimination, she repeated, again 
and again, warning me that a girl of my 
complexion was in “double jeopardy” 
there. She even pulled out the old “after- 
all-I’ve-done-for-you, you-do-this-to-me” 
theme. 

But, as I said, I had my mind made up. 
Don’t ask me where all the strength came 
from; I just stood up on my two feet 
and laid down the law to Mom Lucille. I 
told her that if she didn’t send me to this 
school, ’'d pay my own way. And, I asked 
her: 

“How will that sound to the neighbors?” 

The idea didn’t sound good to her. She 
gave in to me. And that’s when reaction 
set in; that’s when I began wondering 
whether I had been wise or whether I had 
made a mistake. 

It felt good, winning an argument from 
strict, tough Mom Lucille. But when I 
realized that I’d soon be on my own, away 


but I always 


get 


from home for the first time, among strange 
people, and living in the South, I almog 


weakened. I almost went to Mom Lucille 
and reneged. 

But I held onto my idea and one Sep. 
tember day, following my first long train 
ride in years, I arrived in a neat, little 
Southern town and was whisked, by cab, 
to the most beautiful college campus I had 
ever seen. 

As SOON as I saw the college campus, 
“* I was thrilled with my choice. With 
large, red-brick buildings well-spaced on 
rolling, green lawns, the campus tapered 
off into a waterfront. On one side of the 
campus were located girls’ dormitories, on 
the other the boys’ buildings. Administra. 
tive and class buildings filled in between, 
The most dominant structure on campus 
was the church, whose tall tower. a replica 
of a famous Italian edifice, contained a 
huge clock and a heavenly set of chimes, 

The faculty and students here were 
friendly. Although the school was located 
in the South, the faculty was interracial, 
and even a few white students were en- 
rolled. The whole town was dominated by 
the school, which was a self-sufficient in- 
stitution, and thus I found myself living in 
an oasis of democracy, only slightly less 
complete than life back in Cleveland. 

My first week was devoted to orientation. 
Older students, and faculty members, en- 
tertained us freshmen and made us famil- 
iar with college life. I discovered, to my 
pleasure, that regular movies were shown 
on campus, that we would be treated to 
musical concerts by some of the nation’s 
most outstanding entertainers; that the 
school was prominent in sports and dra- 
matics. 

I had decided to become a teacher, like 
Mom Lucille, I guess. Just why and when 
I decided that I didn’t know. In fact, when 
I tried to ask myself when the decision had 
been made, I was stumped. I discovered 
then that I had drifted through a rather 
easy life, more or less taking orders from 
Mom Lucille without question. 

Fact is, I learned a lot about myself my 
first few weeks at this college. I dis 
covered. for one thing, that having lived 
in the kind of neighborhood Mom Lucille 
raised me in, I had enjoyed very little 
social life. When it came to romance, I was 
more or less a square. I had been out with 
Willie, and boys had been along with a 
bunch of us girls on other occasions, but 
I had never been in love. I didn’t even 
know what it was all about. 

When girls in my dormitory 
around to my room—a room I shared with 
a hep gal from New York—I was the quiet 
one. But in their bull sessions, they talked 
about dates with boys, affairs with boys, 
intimate acts with boys that made me 
blush. I was so innocent that the girls all 
started calling me “Prudence.” I guess, 
though, that I was good-natured, for they 
all seemed to like me. I didn’t get mad 
when they nicknamed me Prudence. 

I would have gotten very angry. though, 
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if I had realized that 1 would become 
known campus-wide as Prudence Braxton, 
not Anna Braxton. For it was this name 
which helped lead me to misfortune. 

In my freshman and sophomore years, 
[ didn’t go steady with any boy. I had a 
number of boy friends who took me to 
campus movies, to concerts, and to other 
affairs. But I didn’t concentrate on any 
one. 

For one thing. I was determined to make 
not only to satisfy my own 


good grades, 
shush 


ambition. but also to completely 
Mom Lucille, who I feared would never let 
me forget my choice if I happened to do 
badly at the Negro school. 

For another, I never met a_ boy 
really excited me. I don’t know whether 
that was because I was slow developing, 
frigid, or because no boy had what it took 
to get me going. 

Oh. I learned to kiss boys. 
them. I enjoyed moonlit walks along the 
waterfront. But, what I’m trying to say is 
that I didn’t experience any big moments. 
The two or three boys who. like Willie, fell 
hard for me soon learned that I was a 
losing cause. They quit to find greater 
thrills (so I guessed) elsewhere. I never 
shed a tear. 

“You certainly play these boys cool.” my 
roommate said to me one night. “I wish 
I could do. it. Me. I’m all wrapped up in 
my man. If he’d quit me. I’d flip.” 

Jeannie. my roommate, was a rather at- 
tractive, very shapely girl. She came from 
a good home, but was spoiled. 
the only child. She always had money to 
spend and because of it was popular. She 
and I were opposites in some ways. but 
we got along famously. 

“T just haven’t found the right one,” I 
told her. “I guess that when I do. I'll fall 
heels over head in love like you.” 

“But. Prude. with all these lovely boys 
on campus, do you mean to tell me you 
can’t find one you could love?” 

“T’m afraid not.” 

“Prude.” she said, “T think 
you are a snob. I’m going to tell all the 
other girls, ‘Prudence is a snob!’” 

“Now you know that isn’t true,’ 
“And you'd better not tell them, either. 
You’ve already got everybody, even teach- 
ers, calling me Prudence. Don’t you think 
you've done enough?” 

Jeannie leaped from her bunk-type bed 
over to mine, where I sat studying, and 
hugged me, spilling some of my books on 
the floor. 

“Oh,” she said, “I’m just kidding you. 
You’re the swellest pal I’ve ever had.” 

“I like you, too, Jeannie.” 

I retrieved my books from the floor, 
pushed her away gently, and resumed my 
studies, propped up in bed with two pil- 
lows at my back. 

The next day, this little jostling con- 
Versation was forgotten. 

It was forgotten for weeks. 

Then one night I met Bill Grant in the 
campus library. When the library closed 


who 


I danced with 


She was 


teasing me, 


” T said. 


sked premission to walk 
This was a beautiful 
but clear and bright. 


at 9:30 p.m.. he a 
me to my dormitory. 
night, a bit nippy. 
I was in a happy mood. I said, “Yes.” 

That night, after Bill had secured a 
movie date with me for the following Sat- 
urday. I suddenly remembered the conver- 
sation I had had with Jeannie. 

I wondered why. 

Bill. I told myself, was just another boy. 

But I was wrong about that. I learned 
—soon enough. 


Bit WAS an unusual student, and an 
unusual guy. 
He was tall, lean. and well-built, but he 


He was one of the 
campus. tan, with 
good hair. But 


was no college athlete. 
handsomest 
wonderful features. 
few girls knew him well. That was mostly 
because, he was to tell me. he had to work 
his way through college. He said he didn’t 
have anybody to help him but his mother, 
up in Baltimore. and so he had to make 


boys on 
and 


it on his own. 

Bill was a good student. 

“T want to go on to law 
I finish here in June.” he said, 
in the campus cafeteria one night. sipping 
malts. “I figure if I can make good grades 
here, I will land a scholarship at another 
college or university. I’d like to go to 
Columbia. in New York. if I can do well 
enough here.” 

I had begun to like Bill from that very 
first night when he strolled me home. I had 
met him in the library. where he worked, 
when I sought a book I needed for refer- 
ence work. He had asked 
walk me home on the spur of the moment. 
I had accepted, and that was the begin- 
ning... 

Neither he, nor I. 
foretold the ending. 
would have been happy to 


school when 
as we sat 


premission to 


could possibly have 
If we could have. we 
know each 


other. but we would have dropped each 
other, romantically. like a couple of hot 
potatoes. 


Bill was a senior. I was a junior. He 
was, of course, older than I. more worldly- 
wise than I, more stable than I. He was the 
kind of guy I learned to both admire and 
love. 

Oh. yes, I fell in love with him. He 
swept me off my feet. We traveled swiftly 
from the plateau of friendship to the pla- 
teau of affection to the plateau of love. 
Each flight was a new thrill for me. 

One night in early spring. as we sat in 


a secluded spot. plucking tips of grass, 
counting fireflys. making small-talk. Bill 


suddenly turned serious and said: 

“Prudence. don’t you think we make a 
good couple? I mean: don’t you think we 
get along well together?” 

“Why. sure. Bill.” I said. “I thought 
that was obvious. At least it is to Jeannie. 
Just last night, she said we remind her of 
a young couple on a honeymoon. She said 
she could see—well—she said—” 

I was suddenly embarrassed. I couldn’t 
finish the sentence. But Bill egged me on: 

“She said what?” 
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“She said—she said that she can see the 
light of love in our eyes—” 

“I do love you, Prudence,” Biil said. 
So very much.” 

He pulled me to him gently and kissed 
me. His breath quickened as he did so, 
and mine, too. One arm stole around my 
back, and the other caressed my face and 
throat. He tilted my chin for just a mo- 
ment, to look into my eyes. Then he kissed 
me many times, on my lips. on the tip of 
my nose, on my eyes; he shaped my eye- 
brows with his lips and kissed my ears. He 
warmed me, over and over again. And I 
liked what he did. So very much. 

“We haven’t known each other for long, 
Prudence,” he said. after a while, “But 
I’ve been in love with you ever since the 
first time I saw you. You’re a perfect fit 
for me.” 

“T’'m glad, Bill. I’m truly glad.” 

I had snuggled up close to him. He 
couched me in the crook of one strong arm 
and his shoulder. With the other hand. he 
held mine, softly fondly my arm and fing- 
ers. His was a delicate movement. gentle, 
sensitive, like that of a man playing love 
music on a piano, in diminuendo. His touch 
was as light as a whiff of air, and it was 
suggestive. 

“Prudence.” he said, “there’s something 
I want to ask you. It may sound . . . well, 
for the lack of a better word. presumptu- 
ous. Maybe I’m rushing things. But you 
know my plans: I’ll be graduated soon and 
I'll be leaving here. Will you marry me?” 

I was surprised. stunned by his question. 

I bolted upright out of his arms. so fast 
that for a moment Bill must have thought 
I was going to turn him down cold. 

“You don’t have to answer tonight,” he 
said. “Please don’t. Just think it over. I’d 
like to marry you the same day I grad- 
uate.” 

I had never thought seriously of mar- 


riage. I wasn’t even experienced at ro- 
mance. The idea of marriage presented 


dozens and dozens of problems. 

“Bill, I don’t know—” 

“Please don’t try to answer tonight,” he 
said. “I know I’m rushing you. but I’m 
doing it on purpose. I think I know where 
I’m going in life. and I’m sure of myself 
tonight.” 

“But I’m only a junior, Bill. I want to 
finish school. too.” 

“T know. And IT want you to finish. If 
you marry me. I'll see that you finish. You 
can go to New York with me and finish up 
at Columbia.” 

“Mom,” I said. “She wouldn’t like it—” 

“T’m sure she wouldn’t.” Bill said, 
knocking down another objection of mine. 
“But. Prudence. we’re right for each other. 
I’m man enough to take care of you and, 
if you love me, you’re woman enough to 
marry me. You think you’re a little girl 
who’s missed out on some things: you 
think you’re square. You don’t even know 
how beautiful and wonderful you are. 
You’ve got spunk, too. Remember how 
you picked this college when your Mom 
didn’t want you to come here?” 


Of course I remembered. And I 
proud of what I'd done. 

“The only question, Prudence, is: ; 
you love me enough to marry me now?” 

I had to think it over. I told Bill so, & 
was perfectly agreeable. 

I didn’t answer him right away. We key 
on having dates and Bill was the soul, 
patience. Ever so often, he suggested ; 
new idea, about how we could arrange } 
For instance: he thought it would be; 
good idea if we didn’t tell our parents, 
all (“Parents seldom understand your 
love,” he said) but get married and the 
on our honeymoon, visit his mother in By 
timore and my parents in Cleveland. 

Bill had all of the details arranged j 
his mind. He had picked out another sep 
ior for best man. He said he was “i 
good” with the campus preacher and coul/ 
get him to perform the ceremony or, if! 
preferred, we’d get a preacher from town 
He said he could get a librarian to be; 
witness. 

It sounded so easy, so uncomplicated, 
the way Bill planned it. 

During this time, Bill also told me some 
thing of his background. When he wa 
very young. he said. he had lived in Men 
phis. But his mother had had som 
trouble with her husband and they had 
gotten a divorce. Her husband won cus 
tody of two children and she had taken hin 
with her to Baltimore. where she remar 
ried. Her second husband had died when 
he was in high school, Bill said. After 
that. his mother just devoted herself to 
him and her civil service job. 

“My mother is an attractive woman, 3 
nice woman,” Bill told me. “She made 
some mistakes when she was young, but 
she’s always been the swellest mother a 
boy could have had. You'll like her.” 

I was sure I would. She had to bea 


grand lady to raise a nice boy like Bill. 


A WEEK BEFORE graduation. I made 
up my mind. I said “yes” to Bill’s pro 
posal. 

Frankly. I was afraid; afraid that I was 
doing the wrong thing. I loved Bill. very 
much. But I hadn’t finished school. Mom 
Lucille would raise the pure devil. Ou 
romance had happened so fast. 

Yet I believed in Bill. When he said he 
would see that I finishe1 school. that he 
would take care of me. T believed him. | 
believed in him implicitly. And I was 
afraid that if I let this opportunity pass 
I might never again find a guy like him. 
How terrible it would be if I turned Bil 
down and never met another man I could 
love? 

After all, I reasoned, I had known quite 
a few boys in college and none of them 
ever thrilled me until Bill came along. 

He was, I told myself, something special. 

We fit. Perfectly. You can’t be better 
than perfect. 

Although we hadn’t known each other 
long, sometimes it seemed as if I had 
known Bill all my life. 

He was overjoyed when I told him! 





“how 


with 
there 
uatio 
to p 
home 
knov 
smar 
time: 


yet t 
wher 
befor 
I cou 
the t 

“J 
Rath 
Prud 

ss 
Mrs. 
Pruc 


“FT 


a nic 


1s: ¢ 
ww?” 


so. ki 


'e ke 


oul ¢ 
sted q 
nge it 

be ; 
nts y 
youn; 
| ther! 
n Bal 


zed it 
TY Sep: 
is “hy 
coul/ 
r, if] 
town 


bes 
cated, 


some 
2 Was 
Men: 
some 
r had 
1 cus 
n him 
emar: 
when 
After 
lf to 


an, @ 
made 


ler a 


was 
Vass, 
him. 
Bill 
uld 


uite 
hem 


sjal. 
tter 





would marry him. 

He graduated and later that day, while 
my eyes filled with tears, and Jeannie, who 
had been let in on the secret, wept openly, 
we were married in a parsonage in town. 
Right after the ceremony, Bill and I got 
our things together and left the campus 
for good. We were headed for Baltimore, 
in a used car Bill had bought, to break 
the news to his mother. Then we were 
going to Cleveland to tell my folk. From 
there, we were going to New York, where 
Bill had obtained a job for the summer. 
He was already assured of his scholarship 
at Columbia. 

The kids at school took our campus mar- 
riage as a chance to practically declare a 
holiday, and insisted on throwing litile 
parties for us all around the college. By 
the time we were ready to leave, the food 
and the drink and the excitement had my 
stomach upset. It had already grown quite 
late, and reaching Baltimore meant an 
overnight drive, which didn’t help my 
growing misery any. 

Around 10 the next morning, we arrived 
at his mother’s house, a clean brick build- 
ing with spotless white steps. Mrs. Grant, 
whom Bill had somehow discouraged from 
attending his graduation, was surprised to 
see that he had brought a girl with him, 
but she welcomed us both with open arms. 

She was, as Bill had said. an attractive. 
dark-skinned lady. Only a tint of gray in 
her hair belied her age. When she greeted 
us, she wore a quilted, green house-coat. 
She was cooking breakfast. She ushered 
us into the living room, which was furn- 
ished in modern, with a huge television set 
in one corner, a piano in the other. When 
all of us had sat down, she said: 

“Now, Bill, tell me all about it.” 

“Well, Mother—” 

“Don’t be bashful. Bill.” she said. “I 
know this must be your wife. Introduce 
us.” 

“But, Mother.” Bill 
“how did you know?” 

“Woman’s intuition.” Mrs. Grant said 
with a chuckle. “First you tell me that 
there’s no need for me to attend your grad- 
uation exercises because you'll be too busy 
to participate in them. Then you arrive 
home with this beautiful young woman. I 
know you, Bill. You think you’re the 
smartest member of the family. But some- 
times I’m not so dumb either.” 

Bill laughed. At ease. I felt better, too, 
yet there was a strange feeling that some- 
where, sometime, I had met his mother 
before. It puzzled me for a moment. But, 
I couldn’t have met her before. 1 dismissed 
the thought. 

“This,” Bill said, “is my wife, Prudence. 
Rather, her name is Anna. They call her 
Prudence.” 

“I'm very delighted to meet you, Anna,” 
Mrs. Grant said. “Why do they call you 
Prudence?” 

Blushing, I explained it to her. 

“Well,” she said, “I know you must be 
anice girl, if Bill married you. Bill always 


said, astounded, 
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hard to get. Did you have any 
with him?” 
I’m afraid not. He found me.” 


her how we had met, about our 
i romance. 

sh you all the happiness in the 
she said. “I’m glad for both of 


ught that I knew Mrs. Grant kept 
It worried me. too, because 
place her. Yet the more I saw 
more she talked, the more con- 
as that somewhere, sometime in 
[ had known Mrs. Grant. 
d Bill took me upstairs. after a 
that I could freshen up for break- 


is Bill’s old room, and his mother 
t just as he had left it. His school 
were still hanging on the wall. 
his high school diploma and a 
ire of his high school graduation 
one corner stood the tuba he had 
the high school band. 
the only boy,” Bill explained, 
ugh to carry it.” 
picture, autographed to his 
stood in a frame on his dresser. 
set were some of his old clothes. 
way too small for him now. He 
Id roll-top desk. He opened it and 
where he had done most of his 


a nice room. 

his mother. 

I was going to be happy. 

time being, I had forgotten that 
xoing to Cleveland to confront 
ille with the news. 

st was delightful. We had ham 
nd apple sauce. hot biscuits and 
was famished. I ate like a pig. 


rLY AFTER BREAKFAST. while 
helping Mrs. Grant with the 
suffered a terrible cramp in my 
I almost screamed with pain. 
Bill and his mother immediately 
back to the room upstairs. Then 
ordered Bill out (“I'll take 
rr.” she said. “This is a woman’s 
lon’t you worry”) and laid me 
vss the bed. 
started to undress me. 
ou need,” she said. “is a little 
afraid you’ve had just a little 
excitement.” 
yvearing a skirt and blouse, the 
hes I had worn from the hotel. 
t loosened the waist of the skirt 
began opening my blouse. 
he had removed the blouse and 
mindful of my pain, Mrs. 
1 to loosen my brassiere. As she 
brassiere from my body, her 
ly fastened on my left breast, 
nt white. 
she cried, in an agonized 
ir God, Please! Please! No! 
God!” 


id in bed, frightened and pet- 


rified, Mrs. Grant fainted and fell across 
my body. Slowly her body slipped from 
me, off the bed, onto the floor. 

I screamed: 

“Bill! Come!” 

Bill rushed into the room, saw his 
mother crumpled on the floor and asked, 
“What ... what happened?” 

I was mute. 

He fell to his knees beside her, calling 
her name. feeling her pulse. 

He was flustered. He didn’t know what 
to do. I was ill and his mother had fainted. 

“T’'ll call a doctor,” he said, almost help- 
less with fear. 

After he had telephoned, Bill rushed 
back to the room and lifted his mother to 
the bed, where he laid her beside me. Then 
he went to the bathroom, ran cold water 
over a towel, came back, placed the towel 
on his mother’s head. 

With fumbling hands, he loosened her 
clothes. tried to make her comfortable. 
And slowly Mrs. Grant came to. 

Then, suddenly she bolted upright. With 
fear in her eyes. she looked first at Bill and 
then at me, and back at Bill. 

“What’s wrong. Mother?” Bill pleaded. 
“Please tell me: What’s wrong?” 

“Oh.” Mrs. Grant moaned. “I can’t tell 
you. It’s too horrible to think about. I—” 

“T called the doctor,” Bill said. 

“Call him back.” Mrs. Grant said wear- 
ily. “Tell him not to come.” 

“But. Mother.” 

“Do as I say. Bill. Then I'll try to tell 
you what’s wrong.” 

Bill left the room, but was back in a 
moment. 

“Sit down. Bill,” his mother ordered, her 
voice quivering, tears welling up in her 
eyes. 

Bill did as she told him. 

“How do you feel?” she asked me. 

“T think.” I said feebly, bewildered, 
“that the pain has gone now.” 

“I’m so very sorry, so terribly, terribly 
sorry.” Mrs. Grant said, “that I couldn’t 
have met you before you married Bill. I 
could have saved both of you the heart- 
break I’m going to cause ... but I have 
no choice.” She paused and the pain of 
her words knotted her face. “Tell me.” she 
said, looking first at me and then at him, 
“have you two ever had sexual inter- 
course?” 

“No.” Bill said, weakly. 

“The Lord must have been watching 
over you.” Mrs. Grant said. 

“But, Mother.” Bill urged. “Tell us: 
what is wrong? Why did you faint? What 
are you talking about” 

“Bill,” Mrs. Grant said. “Anna. Oh, how 
I wish I didn’t have to tell you this. But 
it’s true: you are sister and brother!” 

I never knew how Bill reacted—because 
I fainted then myself! 


HE HORROR of what Mrs. Grant had 
told us made me ill for weeks. It 
shocked me so I had to be hospitalized. 
Doctors feared, I learned later, that I was 


going to lose my mind. But slowly I re. 
covered and the pieces were fitted together 
for me. 

Mrs. Grant, who was really Aunt Rose 
James, sent for Mom Lucille, who was’ 
really her sister. Bill, my husband, wag 
really Harry, my brother. 

A combination of the oddest circum 
stances had brought about our meeting 
and our marriage. 

The fact that we were brother and sister’ 
partially explained why we had gotten 
along so well from the very first meeting, 

Subconscious memory had told me that’ 
somewhere, sometime, earlier, I had met 
Mrs. Grant. 

When the story was fully told, it wasn’t 
such a mystery. 

The missing link was on Bill’s side. 

After Aunt Rose had taken him to live ® 
with her in Memphis, she hadn’t lived 
properly. Although she had a husband and © 
family, she had played around with an- 4 
other man. Finally, her husband found 7 
out, divorced her, and took all the children 
except my brother, Harry. . 

Aunt Rose left Memphis with Harry and | 
went to live in Baltimore, where she remar- 
ried. In order to make a complete break 
with the past, she renamed Harry “Wil- 7 
liam Harold” and by emphasizing the first 
name, completely brainwashed him of his 
original given name. Skillfully, too, she 
took advantage of his youth and erased” 
most of his memories of Memphis. After” 
Mr. Grant died, while Harry was still 
young, Aunt Rose’s job was much easier. | 

Neither of us would ever have known 
that we were brother and sister if we: 
hadn’t gone to Baltimore. 4 

It took me a long while, it took both of 
us a long while. to recover from this shock, 
It almost destroyed me. and would have, 7 
completely, but for the understanding care 
of Mrs. Grant. Mom Lucille. doctors, a” 
psychiatrist and my own handsome, con.” 
siderate brother. 

He sacrificed a year of university work 
to help me recover. Then he put me in™ 
school and paid for my senior year. He™ 
made me understand that this, this thing 
that had happened to us, was a once-in-— 
a-millions-years incident. He said it was 
God’s own way of reuniting us. He said = 
it had to be God’s work because. other — 
wise, we could easily have had children 
and ruined our lives forever. q 

As it was, we had only suffered a little 7 
pain, and we still had each other, as” 
brother and sister. 7 

It was two years ago that “Bill” and I 
married. I have completely recovered from 
the ordeal. Bill has resumed his education. — 
Aunt Rose and Mom Lucille are fast 
friends now. I have a boyfriend, and I am 
again engaged to be married. 

As I said in the beginning, I’ve told this 
story in the hope that it will help those™ 
who feel that Fate has forsaken them. 

If I could live through what happened 
to me, there must be hope for everyone. 
Don’t let life beat you to death. Remem- 


ber: you’re never dead until you die! 
THE END 
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